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TO MY READERS 

Nat, blame me not ; I might have spared 
Tour patience many a trivial verse, 

Yet these my earlier welcome shared. 
So, let the better shield the worse. 

And some might saj^ '' Those ruder songs 
Had freshness which the new have lost ; 

To spring the opening leaf belongs. 
The chestnat-bors await the frost" 

When those I wrote, my locks were brown. 
When these I write — ah, well-a-day I 

The aatonm thistle's silvery down 
la not the purple bloom of May ! 

Gro, little book, whose pages hold 

Those garnered years in loving trust ; 

How long before your blue and gold 
Shall fade and whiten in the dust ? 

O sexton of the alcoved tomb, 

Where souls in leathern cerements lie, 

Tell me each living poet*s doom ! 
How long before his book shall die ? 

It matters little, soon or late, 

A day, a month, a year, an age, -» 



TO MY READERS 

I read oblivion in its date. 
And Finis on its title-page. 

Before we sighed, our griefs were told ; 

Before we smiled, our joys were sung ; 
And all our pasaions shaped of old 

lu accents lust to moi'tal tongue. 

In vain a fresher mould we seek, — 
Can all the varied phrases tell 

That Babel's wandering children speak 
How thraalies sing or lilacs smell ? 

Caged ill the poet's lonely heart. 

Love wastes unheard its tenderest tone ; 

Tlie smil tliat sings must dwell apart, 
Its inward melodies unknown. 

Deal gently with us, ye who read ! 

Our lai-gpst hope is nnfulfllled, — 
The promise still ontriins the deed, — 

The tower, Imt not the spire, we build. 

Our whitest pearl we never find ; 

Our ripest fruit we never reaeh [ 
Tlie (lowering moments of the mind 

Drop liaU their petals in our speech. 

These ate my blossoms ; if they wear 

One streak of mom or evening's glow, 
Accept them ; hut to me more fair 

The buds of song that never blow. 
April 8, 1S03. 
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EARLIEB POEMS 

1830-1836 



OLD IRONSIDES 

Tlik was the popular name by which the frigate Gonstitiitioii 
known. The poem was fint printed in the Boston Daily 
Advafiserf at the time when H was proposed to break np the 
oU ahip as unfit for sendee. I snbjoin the paragraph which 
led to the wxiting of the poem. It is from the Advertiser of 
Toesday, September 14, 1880 : — 

** Old Ironsides. ^It has been affirmed upon good aathority 
that the Secretary of the Navy has recommended to the Board of 
Nary Comminionen to dispose of the frigate Constitution. Since 
it has been nnderstood that such a step was in contemplation we 
hare heard but one opinion expresBied, and that in decided disap- 
probation of the measure. Snch a national object of interest, 
so endeared to onr national pride as Old Ironsides is, should 
nerer by any act of our government cease to belong to the Nayy, 
so long as our country is to be found upon the map of nations. 
In England it was lately determined by the Admiralty to cut the 
Yictory, a one-hundred g^un ship (which it will be recollected bore 
the flag of Lord Nelson at the battie of Trafalgar,) down to a 
serenty-f onr, but so loud were the lamentations of the people upon 
the proposed measore that the intention was abandoned. We 
oonfidentiy anticipate that the Secretary of the Nayy will in like 
manner consult the general wish in regard to the Constitution, and 
either let her remain in ordinary or rebuild her wheneyer the pub- 
lic service may require.'' — New York Journal of Commerce, 



lielied Ob the iieit da;' but one nfter reading tlta above j>bi»- 
eTii|iU. 

Ay, tear her tattered ensign down I 

Long Laa it waved on high, 
jVnd many an uyi; has daneed to see 

That banner in the sky ; 
Beneath it mug tht; battle shout. 

And liHi-st the cannon's roar ; — 
Till' meteor of the oeean aii' 

Shall aweop the elouds no more. 

Her deck, ouw rvA with heroes' blood, 

\Miei'e kuelt the vanquished foe, 
l\'licn winds were huri'yiug o'er the flood, 

And waves were wliite below, 
Nil more shall foiil the fetor's ti-ead. 

Or know the eoni|nei-ed knee ; — 
TiLe bar]iiea of the slwre sliall pluek 

Tile eagle o£ the aea I 

Oh bettor that her ahattei^il hulk 

Shoidd sink beneath the wave ; 
1 b.T tliimderK shoolt the mif^dity deep. 

And there shimld be lier grave j 
Nail to the mast her holy flag. 

Set every threadbare Bail, 
And pive ht'i' to tlie god of stoniiB, 

The lightuini; lunl the gale 1 
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THE LAST LEAF 

poem WM miggwtod by the appeanmoe in one of onr 
etzeets of a yenexable relio of the Berolntion, said to be one of 
the party who threw the tea overboard in Boston Harbor. He 
waa a fine monnmental ipeeimen in his eocked hat and knee 
breeches, with his buckled shoes and his study cane. The smile 
wi^ which I, as a yonng man, greeted him, meant no disrespect to 
an honored f eUow-eitizen whose costnme was oat of date, bnt whose 
patriotism never changed with years. I do not recall any earlier 
•sample of this form of rexse, which was commended by the f as- 
tidioos Edgar Allan Poe, who made a copy of the whole poem 
which I hare in his own handwriting. Good Abraham Lincoln 
had a great liking for the poem, and repeated it from memory to 
Garemor Andrew, as the goremor himself told me. 

I SAW him once before, 
As he passed by the door. 

And again 
The pavement stones resound, 
As he totters o'er the groimd 

With his cane. 

Thej saj that in his prime, 
Ere the pruning-knif e of Time 

Cut him down, 
Not a better man was f oimd 
By the Crier on his round 

Through the town. 

But now he walks the streets. 
And he looks at all he meets 

Sad and wan, 
And he shakes his feeble head. 
That it seems as if he said, 

" They are gone." 



EARLIER POEMS 

Tlie mossy marbles rest 

On the lips that he has prest 

In their bloom, 
And the names he loved to hear 
Have been carved for many a year 

On the tomb. 

]\Iy grandmamma has said — 
Poor old lady, she is dead 

Lon<x acfo — 
That he had a Roman nose, 
And his cheek v/iis like a rose 

In the snow. 

r>ut now his nose is thin, 
And it rests upon his chin 

Like a staff, 
And a crook is in his back. 
And a melancholy crack 

In his laugh. 

I know it is a sin 
For nic to sit and grin 

At lilni here ; 
Hut the old three-cornered hat, 
And the breeches, and all that, 

Are so queer ! 

And if I should live to be 
The last leaf upon the tree 
In the spring. 
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THE CAMBRIDGE CHURCHYARD 

Let them smile, as I do now^ 
At the old forsaken bough 
Where I cling. 

THE CAMBRIDGE CHUECHYARD 

OuB ancient church I its lowly tower, 

Beneath the loftier spire, 
Is shadowed when the sunset hour 

Clothes the tall shaft in fire ; 
It sinks beyond the distant eye 

Long ere the glittering vane, 
High wheeling in the western sky. 

Has faded o'er the plain. 

Like Sentinel and Nun, they keep 

Their vigil on the green; 
One seems to guard, and one to weep. 

The dead that lie between ; 
And both roll out, so full and near. 

Their music's mingling waves. 
They shake the grass, whose pennoned spear 

Leans on the narrow graves. 

The stranger parts the flaimting weeds. 

Whose seeds the winds have strown 
So thick, beneath the line he reads. 

They shade the sculptured stone ; 
The child unveils his clustered brow, 

And ponders for a while 
The graven willow's pendent bough, 

Or rudest cherub's smile. 
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•e the ancient pathway guides, 1 
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TIj 


patriarchs of the! town ; J 
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THE CAMBRIDGE CHURCHYARD 

Here scattered death ; yet, seek the spot. 
No trace thine eye can see, 

No altar, — and they need it not 
Who leave their children free I 

Look where the torhid rain-drops stand 

In many a chiselled square ; 
The knightly crest, the shield, the brand 

Of honored names were there ; — 
Alas ! for every tear is dried 

Those blazoned tablets knew. 
Save when the icy marble's side 

Drips with the evening dew* 

Or gaze upon yon pillared stone, 

The empty nm of pride; 
There stand the Goblet and the Sun, ^* 

What need of more beside ? 
Where lives the memory of the dead. 

Who made their tomb a toy ? 
Whose ashes press that nameless bed? 

Go, ask the village boy I 

Lean o'er the slender western wall. 

Ye ever-roaming girls ; 
The breath that bids the blossom fall 

May lift your floating curls, 
To sweep the simple lines that tell 

An exile's date and doom ; 
And sigh, for where his daughters dwell. 

They wreathe the stranger's tomb. 
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And one amid these shades was born, 

Beueath tliis turf who lies, 
Once beaming as the simuner's mom, 

That closed her gentle eyes ; 
If sinless angels love as we, 

Who stood thy gi*ave beside, 
Thi'ee seraph welcomes waited thee, 

The daughter, sister, bride ! 

I wandered to thy buried mound 

When earth was hid below 
The level of the glaring ground, 

Choked to its gates with snow. 
And when with summer's flowery waves 

The lake of verdui*e rolled, 
As if a Sidtan's white-robed slaves 

Had scattered pearls and gold. 

Nay, the soft pinions of the air. 

That lift this trembling tone. 
Its breath of love mav ahnost bear 

To kiss tliv funeral stone ; 
And. now tliy smiles have passed away, 

For all tlie jov tliey gave, 
^lav sweetest dews and warmest ray 

Lie on thine earlv <n"ave I 

'\\ hen danij^s beneath and storms above 
Have I'ow^'j tliese fraple towers, 

kMill o\-v the irraves y(>n h>eust grove 
^liall swini:: its Orient tlowei*s: 




TO AN INSECT 9 

And I would ask no mouldering bust, 

If e'er this humble line, 
Wbich breathed a sigh o'er other's dust, 

Mi^t call a tear on mine. 



TO AN INSECT 

Tlie Katjdid Is " » speeies of gnaBhopper f oond in the United 
States, so celled fiom tlie aonnd which it makes." — WarctMter, 

I used to hear this insect in Proridence, Rhode Island, but I 
do not remember hearing^ it in Cambridge, Biassachnsetts, where 
I passed my boyhood. It is well known in other towns in the 
MJunlmi hood ox Sostoo. 

I LOVE to hear thine earnest voice, 

Wherever thou art hid. 
Thou testy Kttle dogmatist, 

Thou pretty Katydid I 
Thou mindest me of gentlefolks, — 

Old gentlefolks are they, — 
Thou say'st an undisputed thing 

In such a solemn way. 

Thou art a female. Katydid ! 

I know it by the trill 
That quivers through thy piercing notes. 

So petulant and shrill ; 
I think there is a knot of you 

Beneath the hollow tree, — 
A knot of spinster Katydids, — 

Do Kaiydids drink tea? 

Oh tell me where did Katy live. 
And what did Katy do ? 
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And was she veiy fair and young, 

And yet so wicked, too ? 
Did Katy love a naughty man, 

Or kiss more cheeks than one ? 
I warrant Katy did no more 

Than many a Kate lias done. 

Dear me ! I '11 tell you all about 

My fuss with little Jane, 
And Ann, with whom I used to walk 

So often down the lane. 
And all that tore their locks of black, 

Or wet their eyes of blue, — 
Pray tt41 me, sweetest Katydid, 

What did poor Katy do ? 

Ah no ! the living oak shall crash, 

Tliat stood for ages still. 
The rock shall rend its iiiossy base 

And thunder down the hill, 
Before tlie little Katvdid 

Shall add one word, to tell 
The mvstic storv of the maid 

Whose name she knows so well. 

Peace to the ever-murnuu-inc: race I 

And when the latest one 
Sliall fold in death her feeble ^^^ngs 

l>«'neath the autunui sun, 
Then shall she raise her fainting voice, 

And lift her drooping lid, 
And then the child of future vears 

Shall hear what Katy did. 
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THE DILEMMA 

Now, bjr the Uessed Papliuui qneai. 
Who heaves the breast of sweet sixteen ; 
By ereiy name I cot <m bark 
Bef(xo my morning star grew daik; 
IBj Hymen's torch, by Coind^s dart» 
By an that thrills the beating heart ; 
The bright bhck eye, the melting blue, — 
I cannot choose between the two. 

I had a risicm in my dreams ; ^ 
I saw a row of twenty beams ; 
From every beam a rope was Imng, 
In every rope a lover swung ; 
I asked the hoe of every eye 
That bade each luckless lover die ; 
Ten shadowy lips said, heavenly blue, 
And ten accused the darker hue. 

I asked a matron which she deemed 
With fairest light of beauty beamed ; 
She answered, some thought both were fidr, 
Give her blue eyes and golden hair. 
I might have liked her judgment well. 
But, as she spoke, she rung the bell. 
And all her girls, nor small nor few. 
Came marching in, — their eyes were blue. 

I asked a maiden ; back she flung 

The locks that round her forehead hung. 
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And turned her eye, a glorious one, 
Bright as a tliiimoiitl in the sun, 
On me, until beneath its rays 
I felt as if my hair would blaze ; 
She liked all eyes but eyes of green ; 
She looked at me; what coidd she mean? 

Ah ! many lids Love lurks between, 
Kor heeds the eoloring of his sci-een ; 
And wheu his random aiTows fly, 
Tlie victim falls, but knows uut why. 
Gaze not iipon his iiliit'ld of jet, 
The shaft u^ioii the sti-ing is set ; 
Look not beneath his azure veil, 
Though every limb were cased in mail. 

Well, both might make a martyr break 
The L'haiu tliat bound liiin to the stake; 
And both, with but a single ray, 
Can melt our very hearts away ; 
And both, when balanced, hardly seem 
To stir the stales, or i-ock the beam ; 
But that is dearest, all the while, 
Tliat wears for us the sweetest smile. 



MY AUNT 

My aunt! ray dear umuarried auntl 
Long years have o'er her flown ; 

Yet still slie sti-ains the acliing clasp 
That biuds her virgin zone ; 




UT AUNT IS 

I knonr it Imrts ber, — though she looks 

As dheeifol as she can; 
Her waist is ampler than her file. 

For life is bat a span. 

My aunt ! my poor deluded amit t 

Her hair is almost gray ; 
WI7 win she train that winter coil 

In such a spring-like imy? 
How can she lay her glasses down. 

And say she reads as well. 
When through a doable convex lens 

She jost makes oat to spell ? 

Her £&ther — grandpapa! forgive 

This erring lip its smiles — 
Yowed she ahoold make the finest girl 

Within a hundred miles ; 
He sent her to a stylish school ; 

T was in her thirteenth June ; 
And with her, as the rules required, 

^ Two towels and a spoon,*' 

They braced my aunt against a board. 

To make her straight and tall ; 
They laced her up, they starved her down. 

To make her light and small ; 
They pinched her feet, they singed her haii^ 

They screwed it up with pins ; — 
Oh never mortal suffered more 

In penance for her sins. 



wmm 
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So, when my \nveto\is aunt was done, 

My !:,'L;uidsire brought her back j 

(By (layli-ht. k>st some rabid youth 

-Mi-lit fiilU.w on the track ;) 

"Ah!" saiil juy gramlsire, as he shook 

SiHiii' jiDwdur iu hU pan, 
" What coiilil liiir^ lovely creature do 
Ajjahist a deaperatti maul " 

Alas ! nor iliiu'iut, nor harouelie, 

Nor li:Lniiit cavaleatle, 
Tniv from ih.. trvinliliu- fatlicr's anna 

His ;ill.iuroiiiiilishfa maid. 
For hi.'r liuw h;i|iiiy hai.! it been! 

And lli'jvoii had spared to me 
To si'i' our -^;id, uiigathert-d rose 

Ou iiiv aticcsti'd tree. 



r^:flkctions of a proud pedestrian 

SAW thi' curl 'if Ills waving lash, 
And tile ;;l;iiir'i' of his knowing eye, 
Vnd I knew tlirit hr lliouf;ht ht! was cutting a dash. 
As his sturd \\iiit tlnuulering by. 

\nd hi' niny lid.- in the rattling gig, 
Or iluoiisli till- Stanhope gav, 
nd di'.':niL th:d It- looks ex(M.-i'ding big 
To thr iicnjiir tliiit walk iu the way; 

ot hr -]iM tliirdi. when the night is still, 
On till' stahh-liM^-sgathcriiis numbers, 
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And the ghost of many a veteran bill 
Shall hover around his slumbers ; 

The ghastly dun shall worry his sleep, 
And constables cluster around him, 

And he shall creep from the wood-hole deep 
Where their spectre eyes have found him I 

Ay I gather your reins, and crack your thong, 

And bid your steed go faster ; 
He does not know, as he scrambles along, 

That he has a fool for his master ; 

And hurry away on your lonely ride. 
Nor deign from the mire to save me ; 

I will paddle it stoutly at your side 
With the tandem that nature gave met 



DAILY TRIALS 

BT A SENSITIVE MAN 

Oh, there are times 
When all this fret and tumult that we hear 
Do seem more stale than to the sexton's ear 

His own dull chimes. 

Ding dong ! ding dong ! 
The world is in a simmer like a sea 
Over a pent volcano, — woe is me 

All the day long I 
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From erili to shroud ! 
Nurse o'er our cradles screanietli lullaliy, 
Aiid friemla in boots tramp round us as wo die, 

Snuffling aloud. 

At morning's call 
Tlie small-voiced pug-dog welcomes in the sun, 
And flea-bit monpT-els, wakening one by cue, 

Give answer all, 

Tf^Tien evening dim 
Draws round us, then the lonely caterwaul, 
Tart solo, sour duet, and general squall, — 

These are our hymn. 

Women, with tongues 
Like polar needles, ever on the ]'ar ; 
Meu, i>liigless wnrd-spouts, whose deep fountains are 

Within tlieir lungs. 

Children, with drums 
Strappe<l round them by the fond paternal ass ; 
Peripatetics with a bhide of grass 

Between tbeir thumbs. 

Vagi-ants, whose arts 
Have caged some devil in their mad machine, 
WTiicb grinding, squeaks, with hus^ groau3 bfr 

twe.-ii. 
Come out by starts. 

Cockneys that kill 
Thin ]iorse» of a Sunday, — men. with rlama. 



1 



i 
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Hoine as yoaD^ Insoos loirii^ Cor tbdr dams 
From hill to hilL 

Soldien, with guns, 
^*^^*^ A wnmiMy of the blessed air, 
Ghild-aTing beDmea. children in despair. 

Screeching for buns. 

Stonns, dmnders, wares ! 
Howl, dash, and bellow till ye get yoor fill ; 
Te sometimes rest ; men never can be still 

But in their graves. 



EVENING 

BY A TAILOR 

Dat hath pot on his jacket, and aroimd 
burning bosom buttoned it with stars. 
Here will I lay me on the velvet grass. 
That is like padding to earth^s meagre ribs. 
And hold eommnnion with the things about me. 
Ah me ! how lovely is the golden braid 
That binds the skirt of night's descending robe I 
The thin leaves, quivering on their silken threads^ 
Do make a music like to rustling satin. 
As the light breezes smooth their downy nap. 

Ha I what is this that rises to my touch, 
So like a cushion ? Can it be a cabbage ? 
It is, it is that deeply injured flower. 
Which boys do flout us with ; — but yet I love thee. 
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linii <jiant TO^e, wi'apped in a green surtout. 
'uiilitlcss ill Kili'ii tliim tlidst blush as bright 
8 ttiesf, tliv ]mii y bi-ethren ; and thy breath 
wi'i'tt'iu'd till' i'rii^rance of hLT sjiipy air ; 
ut now thou si'i'uii'st like a bankrupt beau, 
tripiifil of bis .1,'unily hues and e*isences, 
;ul growing jiurtly iu his sober garments. 

Is that a swan f hiit rides u[>cin the water ? 

I iin. it is tliiit uthor gentli! bird, 

hii'li is ilii' ]iatroii of onr nobk' ealling. 

ivcll n'liii-Tiilni-, !([ my early yeartt, 

lii'ii ihi-s.' yiiiiii^- hands fii'st flosed u[>oii a goose; 

have a suar ii|i.iii my thimble fiiigi-r, 

liirb I'liriiiiii-li's i!u' liour of yoiuig luiibition. 
ly falhor was a lailnr, anil his father, 
nd my siir's ;;iaiulsire, all of th«u were tailors ; 
lu>y had an aui'iini goose. — it was an heirloom 
i-iim soiiii' rciiiiiti I- tailor of our race. 

ha]i|<i'iu>d 1 did si'i'it nn a time 
.'lull noil,.' was TH'ur, and 1 did deal w-ith it, 
ml it dill Imni ini.', — oh, must fearfully ! 

It is a joy lo -ti:iighten out one'3 limbs, 
mi Ji'aj) .■la-ti.' fn.iii thi- level counter, 
f^uiii:;' iln- ]"'iiy ^'ii-'ViUieea of earth, 
\u- liji :iliiii;; llui;id, the <Iin of cdiiidiiiig shears, 

ml ;iU till' iirrillc- lliat do wouud the spirit) 
!>(■ ^iii'li :i ]ii-ii--i\L- liiiiir i)f soothing Kilencc. 
iml Natuir. ^Inilliing in ht-r loose undress, 
:n-l-an. Iiri' -L.uh l.osom ;— I can feel 
rith all aruiiiiil iin' ; — 1 cau hail the tiowera 




THB DORCHBSTEE QIAJfT 19 

Tlvt wpng entiles Mirtli>, — and too qidet Indy 
Tint rides Uie steeuu is to iw as a broths. 
The Tiilgar know not all like UddcB poeket^ 
Wbere Natme stows avaj ber lordiBeas. 
But this mmataial p us Uu re of the legs 
Cramps wj ertended calves, and I most go 
HHieie I can eoil tiian in tihdr wunted fadiinn. 



THE DOBCHBSTER 6IAST 




Thebe was a giant in time of dd, 

A mighty one was he ; 
He had a wife, but she was a scold. 
So he kept her shnt in his mammoth fold ; 

And he had children three. 

It happened to be an election day. 

And the giants were choosing a king ; 
The people were not democrats then. 
They did not talk of the rights of men. 
And all that sort of thing. 

Then the giant took his children three. 

And listened them in the pen ; 
The children roared ; qnoth the giant, *^ Be still I 
And Dorchester Heights and Milton HiH 

Boiled back the sound again. 
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Thon lie brought them a pudding stuffed wdth pluir 

As big as the State-House dome ; 
Quoth he, " There 's something for you to eat; 
ISo stop your mouths with your 'lection treat, 

And wait till your dad comes home." 

K^o tlie giant pulled him a chestnut stout, 

\i\(\ whittled the boughs away ; 
Tlu^ boys and their mother set up a shout, 
tSaid ho, " You 're in, and you can't get out. 

Bellow as loud as you may." 

OfY lie went, and he growled a tunc 

As lie strode the fields along; 
'T is said a buffalo fainted away, 
And fell as cold as a lump of clay, 

AVlien he heard the giant's song. 

I)ut whether the stoiy 's true or not. 

It is n't for me to show ; 
Tliere 's many a thing that 's tAnce as queer 
111 somebody's lectures that we hear, 

And those are true, you know% 
• ••*..• 
A\ liat are those lone ones doing now, 

Tlie wife and the children sad? 
( )li. tli(*v are in a terriljle rout, 
Snv.iining, and thiowing their pudding about, 

Arliiig as tliey were mad. 

'I li» \ tlnni; it over to Koxbury hills, 
riiry Hung it over the plain, 




TO THB PORTRAIT OF •^A LABY"^ 21 

And an over Miltoii and Dorchester too 
Grieat lumps of podding tbe giants threw ; 
They tomUed as thiok as rain. 



Giant and mammoth haTB passed awaj. 

For ages haTB floated by ; 
The snet is hard as a marrow-bone. 
And erery plum is turned to a stone» 

But there the puddings lie. 

And if, scMne pleasant afternoon. 

Yon 11 ask me out to ride. 
The whole of the stoiy I will tell. 
And you shall see where the puddings fell. 

And pay for the punch beside. 



TO THE PORTRAIT OF "A LADY 

Df THB ATHSN^UM GALLERY 

Well, Miss, I wonder where you live, 

I wonder what 's your name, 
I wonder how you came to be 

In such a stylish frame ; 
Perhaps you were a favorite child. 

Perhaps an only one ; 
Perhaps your friends were not aware 

You had your portrait done I 

Yet you must be a harmless soul ; 

I cannot think that Sin 
Would care to throw his loaded dice, 

With such a stake to win ; 
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I cannot think you would provoko 

The poet's wicked pen, 
Or make young women bite their lips, 

Or ruin fine young men. 

Pray, did you ever hear, my love, 

Of boys that go about, 
Who, for a very trifling sum, 

Will snip one's picture out ? 
I 'm not averse to red and wliite. 

But all things have their place, 
I think a j)rofile cut in black 

Would suit your style of face I 

I love sweet features ; I will owti 

That I should like myself 
To see my portrait on a widl, 

Or bust upon a shelf ; 
But nature sometimes makes one up 

Of sucli sad odds and ends, 
It really mi^^^ht be quite as well 

Hushed up among one's friends 1 



THE COMET 

The Comet I He is on his way. 
And siiiiiliii^ as he flics ; 

The wliizzin^" j)l:uK'ts sliiink before 
The sjH'etre of the skies ; 

Ah! wt'll niav rt'iral orbs burn blue. 
And satellites turn pale. 
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Ten million cubic miles of head. 
Ten billion leagues of tail I 

On, on by whistling spheres of light 

He flashes and he flames ; 
He turns not to the left nor right, 

He asks them not their names ; 
One spurn from his demoniac heel, — 

Away, away they fly. 
Where darkness might be bottled up 

And sold for ** Tjrrian dye." 

And what would happen to the land. 

And how would look the sea. 
If in the bearded devil's path 

Our earth should chance to be ? 
Full hot and high the sea would boil. 

Full red the forests gleam ; 
Methought I saw and heard it all 

In a dyspeptic dream I 

I saw a tutor take his tube 

The Comet's course to spy ; 
I heard a scream, — the gathered rays 

Had stewed the tutor's eye ; 
I saw a fort, — the soldiers all 

Were armed with goggles green ; 
Pop cracked the guns ! whiz flew the balls I 

Bang went the magazine 1 

I saw a poet dip a scroll 
Each moment in a tub, 
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I read upon the warping back, 

" The Dream of Beelzebub ; '* 

lie eouhl not see his verses burn, 
Although his brain was fried. 

And ever and anon he bent 

To wet them as they dried. 

I saw the scalding pitch roll down 

The crackling, sweating pines, 
And streams of smoke, like water-spouts, 

Burst through the rumbling mines ; 
I asked the firemen why they made 

Such noise about the town ; 
They answered not, — but all the while 

The brakes went up and down. 

I saw a roasting pidlct sit 

Upon a baking egg ; 
I saw a crii)ple scorcli his hand 

Extinguishing his leg ; 
I saw nine geese ui)on the NN^ng 

Towards the frozen pole, 
And every mother's gosling fell 

Crisped to a craclding coal. 

I saw the ox that browsed the grass 

Writlu' in the blistering rays. 
The li«M'baij^<» in his shrinking jaws 

AVas all a fiery blaze; 
I saw hiii'o fislies, boiled to rac^s, 

Pjol) tlironirh the bubbling: brine : 
And tlionglits of supper crossed my soul; 

1 had been rash at mine. 
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Strange sightB ! strange sounds ! Oh fearful dieami 

Its memory haunts me still. 
The steaming sea, the crimson glare. 

That wreathed each wooded hiU ; 
Strangerl if through thy reeling brain 

Such midnight visions sweep. 
Spare, spare, oh, spare thine evening meal. 

And sweet shall be thy sleep I 



THE MUSIC-GRINDEBS 

There are three ways in which men take 
One's money from his purse, 

And very hard it is to tell 

Which of the three is worse ; 

But all of them are bad enough 
To make a body curse. 

Tou 're riding out some pleasant day, 
And counting up your gains ; 

A fellow jumps from out a bush. 
And takes your horse's reins. 

Another hints some words about 
A bullet in your brains. 

It 's hard to meet such pressing friends 

In such a lonely spot ; 
It 's very hard to lose your cash. 

But harder to be shot ; 
And so you take your wallet out, 

Though you would rather not. 
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Perhaps you 're going out to dine, — 
Some odious creature begs 

You '11 hear about the cannon-ball 
That carried off his pegs, 

And says it is a dreadful thing 
For men to lose their legs. 

He tells you of liis starv^ing wife, 

His children to be fed, 
Poor little, lov^elv innocents. 

All clamorous for bread, — 
And so you kindly help to put 

A bachelor to bed. 

You 're sitting on your window-seat, 
Beneath a cloudless moon ; 

You hear a sound, tliat seems to wear 
The semblance of a tune. 

As if a broken fife should strive 
To drown a cracked bassoon. 

And nearer, nearer still, the tide 

Of music seems to come. 
There 's something like a human voice. 

And something like a drum ; 
You sit in speechless agony, 

Until your ear is numb. 

Poor '' home, sweet home '' should seem 

A veiy dismal j)lace ; 
Your '* auld aecpiaintanee '' all at on06 

Is altered in the face ; 
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Their disooids sting through Bums and Moore, 
like hedgehogs dressed in lace. 

Yon think they are crusaders, sent 

From some infernal clime. 
To plnck the eyes of Sentiment, 

And dock the tail of Bhyme, 
To crack the voice of Melody, 

And break the legs of Time. 

But hark I the air again is still. 

The music all is ground. 
And silence, like a poultice, comes 

To heal the blows of sound ; 
It cannot be, — it is, — it is, — 

A hat is going round I 

No I Pay the dentist when he leaves 

A fracture in your jaw. 
And pay the owner of the bear 

That stunned you with his paw, 
And buy the lobster that has had 

Your knuckles in his claw ; 

But if you are a portly man. 

Put on your fiercest frown. 
And talk about a constable 

To turn them out of town ; 
Then close your sentence with an oath. 

And shut the window down I 

And if you are a slender man. 
Not big enough for that. 
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Or, if you cannot make a speech, 
Because you are a flat, 

Go very quietly and drop 
A button in the hat I 



THE TREADMILL SONG 

The stars arc rolling in the sky, 

The eai*th rolls on below, 
And we can feel the rattling wheel 

Revohnng as we go. 
Then tread away, my gallant boys. 

And make the axle fly ; 
Why should not wheels go round abc 

Like planets in the sky ? 

Wake up, wake up, my duck-legged : 

And stir your solid pegs ! 
Arouse, arouse, my gawky friend, 

And shake your spider legs ; 
What thout^h you 're awkward at the 

Tliore 's time enough to learn, — 
So lean upon tlic rail, my lad. 

And take another turn. 

They 've built us u]i a noble w^all, 
To keep the vulgar out ; 

We 'vc nothinir in the world to do 
r)ut just to walk about ; 

So faster, now, you middle nu^n. 
And try to beat the ends, — 
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It 's pleasant work to ramble ronnd 
Among one's honest friends. 

Here, tread upon the long man's toes, 

He sha'n't be lazy here, — 
And punch the little fellow's ribs, 

And tweak that lubber's ear, — 
He 's lost them both, — don't pull his hair, 

Because he wears a scratch. 
But poke him in the further eye, 

That is n't in the patch* 

Hark ! fellows, there 's the supper-bell. 

And so our work is done ; 
It 's pretty sport, — suppose we take 

A round or two for fun I 
If ever they should turn me out. 

When I have better grown. 
Now hang me, but I mean to have 

A treadmill of my own t 



THE SEPTEMBER GALE 

This tremendons hurricane occnrred on the 23d of September, 
1815. I remember it weU, being then seyen years old. A fuU 
aooonnt of it was published, I think, in the records of the Ameri- 
can Academy of Arts and Sciences. Sorae of my recollections 
are giTcn in The Seasoruty an article to be found in a book of mine 
•ntttled Pages from an Old Volume of Life. 

I 'm not a chicken ; I have seen 
Full many a chill September, 



EARLIER POEMS 

And though I was a youngster then, 

That gale I well remember ; 
The day before, my kite-string snapped. 

And I, my kite pursuing, 
The wind whisked off my pidm-leaf hat ; 

For me two storms w^ere brewing ! 

It came as quarrels sometimes do, 

When married folks get clasliing ; 
There was a heavy sigh or two, 

Before the fire was flashing, — 
A little stir among the clouds, 

Before they rent asunder, — 
A little rocking of the trees, 

And then came on the thunder. 

Lord ! how the ponds and rivers boiled! 

Tliev seemed like burstinfi: craters ! 
And oaks hiy scattered on the ground 

As if they were p'taters ; 
And all above was in a howl. 

And all below a clatter, — 
Tlie eartli was like a frying-pan. 

Or some such hissinc: matter. 

It elianced to be our washing-day. 
And all our thin^fs wvw dryins: : 

The storm came roaring through the lines. 
And set them all a flying ; 

I saw tlie sliirts and petticoats 
Go ridini;' oft' like witches ; 
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I lost, ah I bitterly I wept, — 
I lost my Sunday breeches I 

I saw them straddling through the air, 

Alas I too late to win them; 
I saw them chase the clouds, as if 

The devil had been in them ; 
They were my darlings and my pride, 

My boyhood's only riches, — 
•* Farewell, farewell,'* I faintly cried, — 

^My breeches I Oh my breeches I " 

That night I saw them in my dreams. 

How changed from what I knew them I 
The dews had steeped their faded threads 

The vdnds had whistled through them t 
I saw the wide and ghastly rents 

Where demon claws had torn them ; 
A hole was in their amplest part. 

As if an imp had worn them. 

I have had many happy years. 

And tailors kind and clever. 
But those young pantaloons have gone 

Forever and forever I 
And not till fate has cut the last 

Of all my earthly stitches. 
This aching heart shall cease to mourn 

My loved, my long-lost breeches I 
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"Wluit care I though tlie dust is spread 
ArDuiid tht'se yellow leavca. 

Or o'lT them his sarcastic thread 
Oblivion's inticct weaves? 

Thoiifih weeds are tangled on the stream. 

It still refiects my morning's Learn. 

And therefore love I bucL as smile 

Oh these neglected sougs, 
Nor deem that flattery's needless wile 

My opening bosom wrongs ; 
Tor who woidd ti'ample. at my side, 
A fow p;Ju biids, luy g:iitleii's pnde ? 

It ni:(y bt? that my scanty mo 

L.oiijr yeai's have washi'd away. 

And w hvru weru [foldcn sauds Iiefura 
Is naught but <'ommi>ii day ; 

Still .siinifthing R|tarldes in the sun 

For memory to look back upon. 

And when my name no moie is heard, 
Mj" lyi-e no moi* is kiiomi, 

Still li't me, like a winter's bird, 
In silence and alone. 

Fold o\-ir them the weiiry wing 

Oiiw Hashing through the dews of spring. 

Yes, l.'t my faney fondly wrap 

My youth in its dwline. 
And lint in the rosy lap 

( H' thoughts that once were mine. 
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And give the wonn my little store 
When the hist reader reads no more ! 



POETRY: 

A METBICAL ESSAY, READ BEFORE THE PHI BETA KAPPA 
80CIETT, HABVABD UNIVEBSITY, AUGTJST^ 1836 

TO CTfABTJBi WXHTWORTH UPHAX, THX rOLLOWINO MSTRIGAI. 

X8SAT IB AFFBCTIOVATBLT INBCBIBED. 

I 

This Acjadffirrifl Poem presentB the simple and partial views of a 
joang penon tndned after the schools of clasHical English Terse as 
npresented by Pope, Goldsmith, and Campbell, with whose lines 
bis memory was early stocked. It will be observed that it deals 
chiefly with the oonstmctiTe side of the poet's function. That 
whieh makes him a poet is not the power of writing melodious 
ihymes, it is not the possession of ordinary human sensibilities 
nor even of both these qualities in connection with each other. I 
■hoold rather say, if I were now called upon to define it, it is the 
power of transfiguring the experiences and shows of life into an 
aspect which comes from his imagination and kindles that of 
others. Emotion is its stimulus and language f umisbes its expres- 
sion ; but these are not all, as some might infer was the doctrine 
of the poem before the reader. 

A common mistake made by young persons who suppose them- 
selves to have the poetical g^t is that their own spiritual exalta- 
tion finds a true expression in the conventional phrases which are 
borrowed from the voices of the singers whose inspiration they 
think they share. 

Looking at this poem as an expression of some aspects of the ars 
poetica^ with some passages which I can read even at this mature 
period of life without blushing for them, it may stand as the most 
serious representation of my early efforts. Intended as it was for 
public delivery, many of its paragraphs may betray the fact by 
their somewhat rhetorical and sonorous character. 

Scenes of my youth I awake its slumbering fire I 
Ye winds of Memory, sweep the silent lyre 1 
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Ray of the past, if yet thou canst appear, 
Break ihruugli the clouds of Faiiey'a waning year J 
Cliase from lier lireast the thin autrunnal snow, 
If leaf or blossom still is freah below ! 

Loii^ have I wandered ; the rctiiniiiig tide 
Brouglit baek an exile to his cradle's side ; 
And n^ my bark her time-worn flag unrolled, 
Ti) greet the laud-breeze with its faded fold, 
So, in Temcmbranee of my boyhood's time, 
I lift tluse enagiis of iiegleeted rhyme ; 
Oh, more thiin blest, that, all my wander 

through, 
My ;iui.'iior falls where first my jwimons flew] 



Tlie iiKirniiig light, wliieli rains its quivering 
iK'aiii!) 
^Vide ' '\-v the pliiins, the sammitfl, and the streams, 
III line broad blaze expands its golden glow 
Oil all that answers to its glance below ; 
Yet, cbaiiged on earth, eaeh fur reflected ray 
liiaids witli fresli hues the shining brow of day ; 
\i>w, I'liilbed iu blo.shes by the painted flowers, 
Trarks nn their cheeks the rosy-iingere<l hours ; 
N'luv. ]i>st in sIia^lcM, whose dark entangled leaves 
l'ii[' a1 the noontide fi-om tlieir pendent eaves, 
l-':iil.'s ii,(,» ;T]oom, or gleams in light again 
Imviii , v.-iy aew-drop .m the jewdlfd jilain. 

W'l , liki' till' leaf, the sununit, or the wave, 
Jiitli < I ihc light our common nature gave. 
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Bat ereiy simbeam, falling from Iier throne, 
Wean on onr liearts some coloring of our own : 
Cbilled in the alave, and burning in the free. 
Like the sealed cavern by the sparkling sea ; 
Lost, like the lightning in the sullen clod. 
Or shedding radiance, like the smiles of God ; 
Pare, pale in Virtue, as the star above, 
Or quivering roseate on the leaves of Love ; 
Glaring like noontide, where it glows upon 
Ambition's sands, — the desert in the sun, — 
Or soft suffusing o'er the varied scene 

»'s common coloring, — intellectual green. 



Thus Heaven, repeating its material plan. 
Arched over all the rainbow mind of man ; 
But he who, blind to universal laws. 
Sees but effects, unconscious of their cause, — 
Believes each image in itself is bright. 
Not robed in drapery of reflected light, — 
Is like the rustic who, amidst his toil, 
Has found some crystal in his meagre soil. 
And, lost in rapture, thinks for him alone 
Earth worked her wonders on the sparkling stone, 
Nor dreams that Nature, with as nice a line, 
Carved countless angles through the boundless 
mine. 

Thus err the many, who, entranced to find 
Unwonted lustre in some clearer mind, 
Believe that Genius sets the laws at naught 
Which chain the pinions of our wildest thought ; 
Untaught to measure, with the eye of art, 
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Tlie wniiiloTing fancy or tlic wayward heart ; 
Who iiiiitcli the little ouly with the less, 
Ami giize in raptni-e at its slight excess, 
Pi'oml of a pebble, as the brightest gem 
'\Miosf light might crowu an emperor's diadcin, 

Ajul, most of all, the pure otheroal fire 
WhiL'li seeiiia to radiate from the poet's Ijto 
Is to tlie world a mystery aud a charm, 
An ^V.'/if. wielded on a mortal's arm, 
'Whil.' Reason turns her dazzled eye away, 
And Imws her sceptre to her subjeet's Hway; 
And tliiis the poet, elothed with godlike state, 
Usurped his Makers title — to create ; 
I le, ■\vliose tlioiifjhts differing not in sliape, hut dress, 
What othera feel more fitly can express, 
Sits like the maniac on his faneied thriiue, 
IVeps through the bars, and calls the world his own. 

TIrtp breathes no beinc but hat some pretence 
T" tliat line instlnet Called poetic sense : 
Thu nidest savage, rnaming through the wild; 
Thi' >Iiiipleat rustic, bending o'er his child; 
Thr iiifiuit. listening to the warbling bii-d ; 
Till' iiiiitlH-r. smiling at its lialf-fonned word ; 
Thr bi>y nneagod, who tracks the fields at large; 
Til.' uul, turned matron to her bahe-libc charge; 
'I'hc iVci'iiian, casting with mipui-cliaaed hand 
I'h- vi.tt- that shakes the turret of the land : 
Thi' -liive, who, slumbering on his ruslM chain, 
I)r.;iiii-. iif the piibu-trees on Ins burning plain; 
Thu lioi-(.-hei-ked revelluv, tossiu;; dowu the wine. 
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To join the chorus pealing ** Auld lang syne " ; 
The gentle maid, whose azure eye grows dim, 
While Heaven is listening to her evening hymn ; 
The jewelled beauty, when her steps draw near 
The circling dance and dazzling chandelier ; 
E'en trembling age, when Spring's renewing air 
Waves the thin ringlets of his silvered hair ; — 
AH, all are glowing with the inward flame. 
Whose wider halo wreathes the poet's name. 
While, nnenbalmed, the silent dreamer dies, 
T3ja memory passing with his smiles and sighs I 

If glorious visions, bom for all mankind. 
The bright auroras of our twilight mind ; 
If fancies, varying as the shapes that lie 
Stained on the windows of the simset sky ; 
If hopes, that beckon with delusive gleams. 
Till the eye dances in the void of dreams ; 
If passions, following with the winds that urge 
Earth's wildest wanderer to her farthest verge ; — 
If these on all some transient hours bestow 
Of rapture tingling with its hectic glow, 
Then all are poets ; and if earth had rolled 
Her myriad centuries, and her doom were told. 
Each moaning billow of her shoreless wave 
Would wail its requiem o'er a poet's grave I 

If to embody in a breathing word 
Tones that the spirit trembled when it heard ; 
To fix the image all imveiled and warm, 
And carve in language its ethereal form. 
So pure, so perfect, that the lines express 
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No moa^^re shrinking, no unlaced excess ; 
To fi'cl tliat ai't, in liviug ti-uth, has taught 
Oiiistlvfrt, reflected in the suulptured thought ; — 
1£ this jilone bestow the right to claim 
The Juathltss garland au<l the sacred name, 
Then none are iwcta save the saints on high, 
Whose harps can muniiui- all tliat words deny I 

But thoufjh to none is granted to reveal 
III jKifot-t senihlanee all that each may feel, 
As \\itli('red fliiwers reeidl forgotten love, 
So, wiiinii-d to life, our faded ])assions move 
In i'\ ii V line, where Itindhng fancy throws 
Tile i;k-mii of pleasures or tlie shade of woes. 

"When, schooled hy time, the Rfati'ly queen of art 
Had inioothed the patliwiiys leading to the heart, 
Assiinii'd her mcasui'ed tread, her solemn tone. 
And rmind her coui-ta tlie clouds of fable thrown, 
Tile wrralhs of hcavcii descended on lier shrine, 
And wriudcring earth pnieliumed the Muse divine. 
Yet if Ilit votai'ies had hut dared pi^ofsme 
Till- mystic symbols of her sacred mgn, 
Ihw 1l;u1 they smiled beneath the veil to find 
Wiiat -.li/niier threads can chain tlie mighty mind! 

I'otts. lilie p:unters, their machinery claim, 
And vcisi' bestows the varnish and the frame; 
( )nr -railii;^; Enylij^h, wlioau Teutonic jar 
Sliiiki'^ i1lc cacked axle of Art's rattling car, 
l-'in Yih- ninsaic in the hncs that gird 
F:i.-.t ill its jiiace cacli niany-aiiglcd wordi 
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EVom Saxon lips Anacrecm's numbers glide, 
As once they melted on the Teian tide. 
And, fresh transfused, the Iliad thrills again 
From Albion's cliffs as o'er Achaia's plain ! 
The proud heroic, with its pulse-like beat, 
Bings like the cymbals clashing as they meet ; 
The sweet Spenserian, gathering as it flows. 
Sweeps gently onward to its dying dose, 
Where waves on waves in long succession pour. 
Till the ninth billow melts along the shore ; 
The lonely spirit of the mournful lay, 
Whicb lives immortal as the verse of Gray, 
In sable plumage slowly drifts along. 
On eagle pinion, through the air of song ; 
Hie ditterine lyric bounds elastic by. 

While every unage, in her airy whirL 
Gleams iS^al^ond on rSncing girl I 

Bom with mankind, with man's expanded range 
And varying fates the poet's nimibers change ; 
Thus in his history may we hope to find 
Some clearer epochs of the poet's mind. 
As from the cradle of its birth we trace, 
Slow wandering forth, the patriarchal race. 



When the green earth, beneath the zephyr's 
wing. 
Wears on her breast the varnished buds of Spring ; 
When the loosed current, as its folds uncoil. 
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Slides in the channels of the mellowed soil ; 
W'lieil the yoiing byuciutli retiu-na t*> seek 
Tlic air anrl Buusliiiie with htr emei-ald beat ; 
^\'lieii the light snowdrops, starting fraiu their eella 
Iliing each pagoda with its silver bells ; 
^\'lien the frail willow twines her trailing bow 
\\'ith pallid leaves that sweep the soil below ; 
When the broad elm, sole eiupitrss of the phiin, 
Wliose cirfliug shadow speaks a e*iituiy'a itigii, 
Wivatlies in the idoiids htr ri-gal diadem, — 
A forest waving on a single stem ; — 
Then mark the poet ; though to him unknown 
The quaint-mouthed titles, sueh as scholars own. 
See liow his pyn in ecstasy pursues 
The sii'ps of Xatnre traekeil in radiant hues; 
Nay, in thyself, whateVr may be tJiy fate, 
I'iillitt with toil or surfeited with state, 
M;nk hiiw thy fan(;ii>s, with tlto vernal rose, 
Awiiki', all sweetness, from their long repose; 
Till II I urn to ponder o'er the classic: page, 
Ti;ici-d with the idyls of a greener agt>. 
Ami h-arn the iustinet which arose to warm 
Art's e;irliest essay and hor simplest form. 

To themes like these her narrow path confined 
Till' lir^^t-V.rii impulse muring in the mind; 
111 viilrs unshaken by the ti'nni]iet"s sound, 
Wl,..i>- peaei;t'iil Labor tills his fertile ground, 
Tlir -^tleiit ehsiiig.'s nf thc nilliiig yeain, 
MavUi'd iin the soil or dialled on the spheres. 
The .-r.-ted forests and tiie colored flowers. 
Tlif il.wy grottos and the biusliing bowers, — 
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These, and their guardians, who, with liquid names, 
Stzephons and Chloes, melt in mutual flames. 
Woo the young Muses from their mountain shade, 
To make Aioadias in the lonely glade. 

Mmr think they yisit only with their smiles 
The faUed yalleys and Elysian isles ; 
He who is wearied of his village plain 
May Toam the Edens of the world in vain. 
'T is not the star-crowned cliff, the cataract's flow, 
The softer foliage or the greener glow. 
The lake of sapphire or the spar-himg cave. 
The brighter sunset or the broader wave, 
Can warm his heart whom every wind has blown 
To every shore, for^tful of his own. 

H(mie of our childhood ! how affection clings 
And hovers round thee with her seraph wings I 
Dearer thy hills, though clad in autumn brown, 
Than fairest summits which the cedars crown I 
Sweeter the fragrance of thy summer breeze 
Than all Arabia breathes along the seas ! 
The stranger's gale wafts home the exile's sigh, 
For the heart's temple is its own blue sky ! 

Oh happiest they, whose early love unchanged, 
Hopes undissolved, and friendship unestranged, 
Tired of their wanderings, still can deign to see 
Love, hopes, and friendship, centring all in thee I 

And thou, my village I as again I tread 
Amidst thy living and above thy dead ; 



AVIiere Daphne suiileit or AmaryUis frowned ; 

\\ lu'ie tiiniit minstivls Biuig thuir liliishing ehanus, 

Soiii^ wiM TyrtKUs L'iiUuil ;ilouil, ■■ Ta arms ! " 

Wlitn Glory wakes, when fiery spirits leap, 
RmiSL'd liy her accents from their tranquil sleep, 
Tlie rny that Hashes fi'oin the sohlier's ci'est 
Li^-hf-i, ;Trt it gkiiees, in the poet's hreast ; — 
Not in |iiile dreamers, whosis fantastie lay 
Toys willi smooth trifles IJki.- a ehild at Jtlay, 
Itut iLii'ii, who aet Uie passions they inspire, 
A\'ho v,n\c tlie sabre a» they sweep the Iji-el 

Ye niilil enthusiasts, whose pacific frowns 

Are lost like dew-di-ops eanght iii burning towiis, 
I'luck :[■; ye will the radiant plumes of fame, 
IJn:ik <.':vsar's bast to make yom-selves a name ; 
lint if yimr conntry hai-ea tlie avenger's blada 
I'lir wniii^H un}Hiniiihed or for debts imjiaid, 
"When llic roused nation bids her armies form, 
Ami Mieaias her eagle through the gathering 

A\'hi'Ti i'l'iim yoiir ports the bannered fngate rides, 

II. T l)]:ii'k Iidws st'tnvling to the crested tides, 
Voin- liuiir has paht : in vain your feeble cry 
As tlie liiihe's wiliiiiigs to the tluuidei'ing sky ! 

Siiiiiiije of mankind I with all the dread array 
TKhi wra]>s in wi-ath thy desolating way, 
Aj- ilii' \\jlil teniiH'st wakes the slumbering sea, 
'i'licHi iiiily tuachest all that man can be. 
Aii!:i> ihy tiH'sin has the power to charnt 
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The tml-knit sinews of the rustic's arm. 
Or swell the pulses in the poet's veins. 
And bid the nations tremble at his strains. 

The cify slept beneath the moonbeam's glance, 
Her white walls gleaming through the vines of 

France, 
And all was hushed, save where the footsteps fell. 
On some high tower, of midnight sentineL 
But one still watched ; no self-encircled woes 
Chased from his lids the angel of repose; 
He watched, he wept, for thoughts of bitter years 
Bowed his dark lashes, wet with burning tears : 
His country's sufferings and her children's shame 
Streamed o^er his memory like a forest's flame ; 
Each treasured insult, each remembered wrong, 
Boiled through his heart and kindled into song. 
His taper faded ; and the morning gales 
Swept through the world the war-song of Mar« 
seilles! 

Now, while aroimd the smiles of Peace expand. 
And Plenty's wreaths festoon the laughing land ; 
While France ships outward her reluctant ore. 
And half our navy basks upon the shore ; 
From ruder themes our meek-eyed Muses turn 
To crown with roses their enamelled urn. 

If e'er again return thoise awful days 
Whose clouds were crimsoned with the beacon's 

blaze. 
Whose grass was trampled by tlie soldier's heel, 
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Wliy floats the amaranth in eternal bloom 
O'er Illunrs turrets and Achilles' tomb? 
A\ liy lingers fancy where the sunbeams smile 
On Circe's gardens and Cal^^so's isle ? 
A\ hy follows memory to the gate of Troy 
ITcr ])lumcd defender and his trembling boy? 
Lo ! the blind dreamer, kneeling on the sand 
To trace these records with his doubtful hand ; 
111 fablcnl tones his own emotion flows, 
And other lips repeat his silent woes; 
In Hector's infant see the babes that shun 
Tliose deathlike eyes, unconscious of the sun, 
Or in his hero hear himself implore, 
" (live me to see, and Ajax asks no more ! " 

Thns live undying through the lapse of time 
Tlic solemn legends of the warrior's clime; 
Lilvi' Kgy])t's pyramid or Pa*stum's fane, 
1 li( y stand the heralds of the voiceless plain. 
\i't not like thenu for Time, by slow degrees. 
Saps tlic gray stone and wears the embroider 

frieze, 
And Tsis slee])s beneath her subject Nile, 
.Villi erninl)led Xei)tune strews his Dorian pile; 
\)\\t Art's fair fabric, strengthening as it rears 
II^ lanrelled columns through the mist of years, 
A> the l)hie arches of the bendins: skies 
Srill L:ird the toi-rent, following- as it flies, 
> pit ads, with the surges liearing on mankind, 
It- starred pavilion o'er the tides of mind I 

In vain tlie ])atriot asks some lofty lay 
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The dassio days, those mothers of romance. 
That roused a nation for a woman's glance ; 
The age of mystery, with its hoarded power, 
Hiat girt the tyrant in his storied tower. 
Have passed and faded like a dream of youth. 
And riper eras ask for history's truth. 

On other shores, above their mouldering towns. 
In sullen pomp the tall cathedral frowns, 
Pride in its aisles and paupers at the door. 
Which feeds the beggars whom it fleeced of yore. 
Simple and frail, our lowly temples throw 
Their slender shadows on the paths below ; 
Scarce steal the winds, that sweep his woodland 

tracks, 
The larch's perfume from the settler's axe, 
Ere, like a vision of the morning air. 
His slight -framed steeple marks the house of 

prayer; 
Its planks all reeking and its paint undried. 
Its rafters sprouting on the shady side, 
It sheds the raindrops from its shingled eaves 
Ere its green brothers once have changed their 

leaves. 

Yet Faith's pure hymn, beneath its shelter rude, 
Breathes out as sweetly to the tangled wood 
As where the rays through pictured glories pour 
On marble shaft and tessellated floor ; — 
Heaven asks no surplice roimd the heart that 

feels. 
And all is holy where devotion kneels. 



52 EARLIER POESiS 

Tims on the soil the patriot's kiiei; should bend 
AVhi-cIi hoiils the dust once living' to defend ; 
^^ lifiu'iT the hireling shiinks before the free, 
Eut'li [KISS liecoiiit's " a. new Thenuopylie " 1 
\V 111- [■,■>.. r tlip battles of tile brave are won. 
Then- ..■vtjry muuntiiin " looks on Marathon ' I 

Our fathers live ; they guard in glory still 
Tile i;r;iss-grown bastions of the fortressed hill ; 
Siill liii;; the echoes of the traiupletl f^tge, 
■Witli f/od and Fvetdom! England and Sahit 

Gi-orije J 
Tho royiil cipher on the captured gnu 
Mocltrt the sharp iiight-duws and tho bliatering 

The Tfd-oross banner slindes iLi ca]rtor'3 bust. 
Its f.ild-t fitill loaded with the conflict's dust ; 
TIll- ■Intnl. susjiendt'd by its tattered marge, 
Oiiru jiiUed and rattled to the Hessian's charge } 
Tlif sl:irs have floated from Britannia's mast, 
Till' ludi-oat's trumpets blown the rebel's blast. 

I'ljiiit to the summits where the brave have 
hh-d, 
AVlii'ii- f\-vry village claims its glorious dead ; 
Sa\\ wiit'n their bosoms met tho bayonet's shook, 
Tli'ir only corselet was the rustic fmck; 
Sav, "hi'ii tliey mustered to the gathoring horn, 
TliV (ill, .a eliiefUiin i'niled his lijj in s,-..m. 
Yit. \vhcn tlieir leader bade Ids lines advance, 
No ?nii-<kct wavered in the lion's glance; 
t-ay, \s\\v\\ they fainted in the forced retreat, 
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Tliejr tracked the snow-drifts with their bleeding 

feet, 
Yet stiU their banners, tossing in the blast, 
Bore ^er Ready ^ faithful to the last, 
HiTongh storm and battle, till they waved again 
On Yorktown's hills and Saratoga's plain ! 

Then, if so fierce the insatiate patriot's flame, 
Troth looks too pale and histoiy seems too tame, 
Bid him await some new Colmnbiad's page. 
To gild the tablets of an iron age. 
And save his tears, which yet may fall upon 
Some fabled field, some fancied Washington t 



IV. 

But once again, from their ^olian cave. 
The winds of Grenius wandered on the wave. 
Tired of the scenes the timid pencil drew, 
Sick of the notes the somiding clarion blew, 
Sated with heroes who had worn so long 
The shadowy plmnage of historic song, 
The new-bom poet left the beaten course. 
To track the passions to their living source. 

Then rose the Drama ; — and the world admired 
Her varied page with deeper thought inspired; 
Bound to no dime, for Passion's throb is one 
In Greenland's twilight or in India's sun ; 
Bom for no age, for all the thoughts that roll 
In the dark vortex of the stormy soul, 
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Uncliaiiied in sonff. no freezing years can tame ; 
God g;ivii them birtli, and man is stiJl the same. 

So fiiU on life her niag;ii; mirror shone, 
Her sistiT Arts paiil tribute to her throne ; 
Olio i'e:ii-ed her teniiile, one her eanvas warmed. 
And JIusie thrilleil, while Eloquence informed. 
Tile weary rustic left hia stintt'd task 
For smiles and tears, the dag'ger and the mask ; 
Tlic sage, turned scholar, half forgot hia lore. 
To he the woman he despised heforo. 
O'er sense jmd thought she threw her golden chain, 
And Time, the anareh, spares her deathless reign. 

Tlins lives Medea, in our tiimer age, 
As when her huskiu pressed the Grecian stage; 
Not ill t}ie cells where fri^d learning delves 
In Aldine f"IioB moiddenng on their shelves, 
liiit lireathing, huniiug in the glitteiing throng, 
A\'li<ise thousand hravoea roll untired along, 
Cirelinj; anil spi-eading through the gilded lialla, 
i'runi London's galleries to San Carlo's walls ! 

Thu-i .shall he live whose more ihan mortal 

Moc].s with its ray the pallid torch of Fame; 
Si) jn'imilly lifted that it seems afar 
\ii earthly PharoH, hut a heavenly star, 
AVIi", uiiionfined to Art's diurnal bound. 
Girds Iiir whole zodiac in Ins flaming round. 
And hails tlie passions, like the orb that guides, 
Fi'iijii [lule to pole, the palpitating tidest 
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niongh round the Muse the robe of song is 

thrown, 

not the poet lives in verse alone. 
Long ere the chisel of the sculptor taught 
The lifeless stone to mock the living thought ; 
Long ere the painter bade the canvas glow 
With every line the forms of beauty know ; 
Long ere the iris of the Muses threw 
On every leaf its own celestial hue, 
In &ble's dress the breath of genius poured, 
And warmed the shapes that later times adored. 

Untaught by Science how to forge the keys 
That loose the gates of Nature^s mysteries ; 
Unschooled by Faith, who, with her angel tread, 
Leads through the labyrinth with a single thread, 
His &ncy, hovering round her guarded tower, 
Bained through its bars like Danae's golden shower. 

He spoke; the sea-nymph answered from her 
cave: 
He called ; the naiad left her mountain wave : 
He dreamed of beauty ; lo, amidst his dream. 
Narcissus, mirrored in the breathless stream ; 
And night's chaste empress, in her bridal play. 
Laughed through the foliage where Endymion 

lay; 

And ocean dimpled, as the languid swell 
Kissed the red lip of Cytherea's shell : 
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Of jtnwer, — Bellnna swept the cnnmoii field, 
Aiiii Ipliie-cyetl Pallas shook her Gorgon shield ; 
O'ui' the hushed waves their mightier monarcli l 

drove, 
And Ida trembled to tlie tread of Jove I 

8u evcty grace tliat plastic langiiage knows 
To nameless jiqets its perfection ouvs, 
TIio i'ou<^h-1iewii words to simplest thoughts coo- . 

fined 
Were cnt and polished in their nicer mind ; 
Caught on their edge, imaginjition's ray 
Siilils into niiuVowfi, shooting far away; — 
FrtiniBcnse to sotd, from sonl to stmsi?, it flies, 
Ami tluuu^h all nature links analogios ; 
lie Mho reads right will rarely look Ul>on 
A bi'tU'i' poet than his lexieon I 

Tlii'vc ih .1 VHi'i? whieh cold, ungi.'nial skiea 
BiTiil l'r<iiii decjiy, as fnngous; gi'owths arise; 
Tli'm;;h dying fjiflt, yet springing fast again, 
Wiiirh still usm-pH an unsnhstantial reign, 
AVith fianiea too languid for the charms of sense. 
And minds woni dowii with action too intense ; 
Tiriil ']f a world whose joys they never knew, 
T][i-i]i-i'h-i's deceived, yet thinking all untrue ; 
Si:iivi' liiin withont. and less than girls within. 
Si.!; lit" their life hi-foi-e its cares begin ; — 
Till' didl disease, which di-ains their feeble liearts, 
Til lil'i's decay some hectic thrills imparts, 
And liiids a force which, like the maniac's power, 
I'lijs «iih blank years the frenzy of an hour. 
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And this is Grenins ! Say, does Heaven degrade 
The manly frame, for health, for action made ? 
Break down the sinews, rack the brow with pains, 
Bhmch the right cheek and drain the purple veins, 
To dotlie the mind with more extended sway. 
Urns faintly struggling in d^enerate clay? 

No I gentle maid, too ready to admire. 
Though false its notes, the pale enthusiast's lyre ; 
If this be genius, though its bitter springs 
Glowed like the mom beneath Aurora's wings. 
Seek not the source whose sullen bosom feeds 
But fruitless flowers and dark, envenomed weeds. 

But, if so bright the dear illusion seems. 
Thou wouldst be partner of thy poef s dreams. 
And hang in rapture on his bloodless charms. 
Or die, like Baphael, in his angel arms. 
Go and enjoy thy blessed lot, — to share 
In Cowper's gloom or Chatterton's despair I 

Not such were they whom, wandering o'er the 
waves, 
I looked to meet, but only found their graves ; 
If friendship's smile, the better part of fame. 
Should lend my song the only wreath I claim, 
Whose voice would greet me with a sweeter tone. 
Whose living hand more kindly press my own. 
Than theirs, — could Memory, as her silent tread 
Prints the pale flowers that blossom o'er the dead, 
Those breathless lips, now closed in peace, restore. 
Or wake those pulses hushed to beat no more ? 
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Tliiiii calm, cliaah" scholar ! I can see tliee now, 1 

Tlie liist yiiimg Laiii-els on tliy jtalUil brow, I 

O'er tliy sli^'ht fi^ii-e floating liglitly down ] 

111 f;r;ir'i'ful folds tin; iiL'iidi^iuic gown, j 

On tliy ciirlt^il lip tlif ulassio lines that taught I 

JloM iiiii; tlie mind tliat scnlpturcd them with j 

thought, ' 

And Iriiiiiijih glistoning in the clear hhie eye, 
Too 1)1 igJit to livi', — but oL, ti.10 fiiir to die I 

And iliou, dear fni-iid, whom Science, still de- 
pirn™. 
And I.iivi' still nmuni'i, on oc can-severed shores, 
'Jhoii;;!! the Urak finest t\vi.v lisw Iwwed with snow 
Hini'i- iluni wast laid its hiidding leaves lielow, 
Thiiii' iiiiiicjf minfilis with my clofiijig strain. 
As wli.n we wiuut.'ied l.y the turbid Seine, 
liotli l.l.'s.cd With h..i)es,«hiehn-ve]Ie.l. bright and 

five. 
On rdl wi- longed or Jill we drciimi'd to he; ' 

To tlii'e the nniaranih and the eyjiress fell. — 
And I was scared to breathe thia last farewell I 

lliit lived there one in unicniembeivtl days, 
Or liM's tUeru still, wlio sjiunis the jwet's bays, 
\\ bo-.!' liii^M-s, de^vy fitwii (.'asbdia's springa, 
It-'-t nil llie IjtO. yet scorn tn tuneh the strings? 
'\\'liii -liiikcs the neuate with tlie silver tone 
Till' l;iii\,s of I'indus might liave sighed to own? 
Havi -lull iMr been? lie member Camiing's name I 
Do -mil still live? Let " Alaric's Dirge" pro- 
.hiim ! 




Sands fir«r lii£*«B92kr w^sfm* ii&r >gttilifrwg. lew 
Tiiear luone s •fiar^ iftm' lisraJii ^^v^y sjntrufc 

Ourliapcf OneBk "■"g*"^ 4iLiAiit iooii 

The vpoBBodL luJ» !j uij^ 4iF a&it k^jMHimic liinil ; 

OtaeUB #*€C!B9V& ami «aDf4 snk %t££:w. 

Bat oat ¥mt& taot^ »aKe visi^aesvti %i rh^ jer^ 
Tram skaae S9 iiutnt Ait Uutics ^ a^f» c-«par : 

TW rmat's ^ockHrr ami t&e ^«Rzn5ef *i i4:t:rTL. 
Tomrs o'er tbt dB«ff oiF <iardb*^ forz^MStf!!! pt&^T^^ 
As amot^emerpat^ zhssnatA cfce vnfot «7C w^L^r^t^ 
TW rockr Tkan. iwsEfei vbotse i&dfis^r^^ fct^jk? 
Coiled the laa wtjrfpniit o£ ibit d:u;v^i=.^ ^^^t£3K ! 
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»» 



THE PILGRIM'S VISION 

In tlic hour of twilight shadows 

Tlie Pilgi'im sire looked out ; 
lie tliought of the "bloudy Salvages 

Th:it lurked all round about, 
Of Wituwaniet's pictured knife 

And Pecksuot's whooping shout; 
For the baby's limbs were feeble, 

Thou"h his father's arms were stout. 

His home was a freezing cabin, 

Too bare for the hungry rat ; 
Its roof was thatched with ragged grass. 

And bald enough of that ; 
The liole that served for casement 

Was glazed witli an ancient hat. 
And the ice was gently thawing 

From the log whereon he sat. 

iVloni^ tlie dreary landsca])e 
His eves went to and fro. 
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The trees all clad in icicles, 
The streams that did not flow; 

A sadden thought flashed o*er him,— 
A dream of long ago, — 

He smote his leathern jerkin. 
And murmured, ^ Even sol ** 

^Come hither, (jod-be^lorified. 

And sit upon my knee ; 
Behcdd the dream unfolding. 

Whereof I spake to thee 
By the winter's hearth in Leyden 

And on the stormy sea. 
True is the dream's beginning, «- 

So may its ending be I 

^ I saw in the naked forest 

Our scattered remnant cast, 
A screen of shivering branches 

Between them and the blast ; 
The snow was falling roimd them. 

The dying fell as fast ; 
I looked to see them perish, 

When lo, the vision passed. 

*• Again mine eyes were opened; — 

The feeble had waxed strong, 
The babes had grown to sturdy men. 

The remnant was a throng ; 
By shadowed lake and winding stream, 

And all the shores along, 
The howling demons quaked to hear 

The Christian's godly song. 



(( 
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They slept, the \dllage fathers, 

By river, lake, and shore, 
When far atlo\m the steep of Time 

The \asion rose once more : 
I saw along the winter snow 

A speetral column pour, 
And high above their broken ranks 

A tattered flag they bore. 



*' Their Leader rode before them. 

Of bearing calm and high, 
The li^htof Heaven's own kindling 

Throned in his awfid eye ; 
These were a Nation's clia!nj)ions 

Her dread appeal to try. 
God for the right! I faltered, 

And lo, the train passed by. 

*' Onee more ; — the strife is ended, 

Tlie solemn issue tried, 
Tlie Lord of Hosts, his mighty arm 

1 las helped our Israel's side ; 
Gray stone and gi-assy hillock 

Tell where our niaityrs died. 
But ])(\'ieeful smiles the harvest. 

And stainless flows the tide. 

*' A ei'ash, as wIkmi some swollen cloud 
Ci-acks o'er tlie tangled trees! 

\s\\\\ side to side, and sj)ar to spar, 
A\ liose sniolving decks are these ? 

I know Saint George's blood-red cross, 
Thou Mistress of the Seas, 
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Bat wliat is she whose streaming bars 
Boll out before the breeze? 

^ Ab, well her iron ribs are knit, 

Whose thunders strive to quell 
The bellowing throats, the blazing lips, 

That pealed the Armada's kneU I 
The mist was cleared, — a wreath of stars 

Bose o'er the crimsoned swell. 
And, wavering from its haughty peak, 

The cross of Enghmd fell I 

^ O trembling Faith ! though dark the mom, 

A heavenly torch is thine ; 
While feebler races melt away, 

And paler orbs decline, 
Still shall the fiery pillar's ray 

Along thy pathway shine, 
To light the chosen tribe that sought 

This Western Palestine I 

^ I see the living tide roll on ; 

It crowns with flaming towers 
The icy capes of Labrador, 

The Spaniard's ^ land of flowers ' I 
It streams beyond the splintered ridge 

That parts the northern showers ; 
From eastern rock to sunset wave 

The Continent is ours I " 

He ceased, the grim old soldier-saintt 
Then softly bent to cheer 
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'T wfin imrchasetl by an Engllsli squire to pleaso 

liiH luving dame, 
AVlio s:iw the cheruba, and conceired a longing for 

thf same; 
And oft as on the ancient stock another twig was 

fnuml, 
'T was filled with caudle spiced and hot, and handed 

suiuking round. 

But, changing hands, it reached at length a Puritan 

divine, 
■\Vlio used to follow Tiuuilliy, and take a littlo 

wine. 
But liiiti-d iiuuch and prelacy ; and so it was, ])cr- 

liapa, 
He wiut to Leydon, where he found conventicles 

and schnapps. 

And then, of course, you know what's next: it 

left the Dutelnnan's shore 
With those that in the Maj-flower came, — a. hnii- 

died soids and more, — 
Alon<^ with all the furniture, to fill tlieir new | 

abodea, — | 

To jmlgf by what is still on hand, at least a hun- 

dixid loads. 

'T was on a dreary winter's eve, the night was 

.■K.singdim, 
Wlnri brave Jliles Standish took the bowl, and 

Idled it to tlie brim ; 
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The little Captain stood and stirred the posset with 

his sword, 
And all his sturdy men-at-arms were ranged about 

the boards 

He poured the fiery Hollands in, — the man that 

never feared, — 
He took a long and solemn draught, and wiped his 

yeUow beard ; 
And one by one the musketeers — the men that 

fought and prayed — 
An drank as 't were their mother's milk, and not a 

man afraid. 

That night, affrighted from his nest, the screaming 

eagle flew, 
He heard the Pequot's ringing whoop, the soldier's 

wild halloo; 
And there the sachem learned the rule he taught 

to kith and kin, 
^ Run from the white man when you find he smells 

of Hollands gin I " 

A hundred years, and fifty more, had spread their 

leaves and snows, 
A thousand rubs had flattened down each little 

cherub's nose. 
When once again the bowl was filled, but not in 

mirth or joy, — 
T was mingled by a mother's hand to cheer her 

parting boy. 
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" They slept, the viUage fathers, 

By liver, lake, and shore, 
When far adowii the steep of Time 

The vision rose once more : 
I saw along the winter snow 

A spectral column pour. 
And hiiih above their broken ranks 

A tattered flag they bore. 

*' Their Leader rode before them. 

Of bearing calm and high, 
The li^'htof Heaven's own kindlinjr 

Tlu'oned in his awfid eye ; 
These were a ^Nation's cha^npions 

Her dread ai)i)cal to try. 
God for the right ! I faltm'cd. 

And lo, the train i)assed by. 

^'Once more ; — the strife is ended, 

Tlie solenm issue tried, 
The Lord of Hosts, his mighty arm 

Has helped our Lsrael's side; 
Gray stone and grassy hillock 

Ti'll wliere our martyrs died, 
But ]>eaceful smiles the harvest. 

And stainless flows the tide. 

*' A crasli. as when some swolltMi cloud 
(laclvs o'rr tin* tangled trees I 

A\ Itli sitlc to sl(K% Mud spar to s])ar, 
\\'li()s«' sMioking decks are tliese ? 

I l<ii()W Saint (leoiire's blood-rrd cross, 
Hiou Mistress of iho Seas, 
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And may the clierabs on its face protect me from 

the sin 
That dooms one to those dreadful words, — ^^ My 

dear, where have you been ? " 



A SONG 

FOB THE CENTENNIAL CELEBRATION OF HARVARD 

COLLEGE, 1836 

Tills song, which I had the temerity to sing myself (fdix auda- 
city Mr. Franklin Dexter had the goodness to oaU it), was sent in 
a little too late to be printed with the official account of the cele- 
bration. It was written at the suggestion of Dr. Jacob Bigelow, 
who thought the popular tune ** The Poacher's Song*' would be 
a good model for a lively ballad or ditty. He himself wrote the 
admirable Latin song to be found in the record of the meeting. 

When the Puritans came over 

Our hills and swamps to clear. 
The woods were full of catamoimts, 

And Indians red as deer, 
With tomahawks and scalping-knives. 

That make folks' heads look queer ; 
Oh the ship from England used to bring 

A hundred wigs a year I 

The crows came cawing through the air 

To pluck the Pilgrims' com, 
The bears came snuffing round the door 

Whene'er a babe was bom, 
The rattlesnakes were bigger round 

Than the but of the old ram's horn 





^ 


The PilgTirn-clnlil, whose wasting face 




M'as meekly turned to hear ; 




Ami (hew his toil-worn sleeve across 




To liriish the manly tear 




From choeks that never changed in woe, 




AikI never blanched in fear. 




The weary Pilgrim slumbers, 




His resting-place unknown j 




Hi.s tiands were crossed, his hps were closed, 




The dust was o'er him strown ; 




Tiie drifting soil, the mouldering leaf. 


1 


Alniig the sod were blown ; 


1 


His iiinimd has melted into earth, j 


^ 


His niomoiy Uvea alone. ■ 


■ 


So let it live unfading, 


^ 


The memory of the dead, 




Lon^; as the jrale anemone 


1 


S]iiiTigs where their tears were shed. 


Or. mining in the snmraers wind 


1 


In fl;ikcs of burning red, 




The \\ ild rose sprinkles with its leaves 




THl' turf where once they blodi 




Y<';(, wii.'n the frowning bulwarks 




Tliat i;uai-d this holy strand 




Havr simk beneath the trampling surge 





.■ds of sparkling sand, 
A\'hili' in the waste of ocean 

Our hoary i-ock shall stand, 
B-- tliis its latest legend, — 

Hi:i:i; was the Pilgrim's land I 
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THE STEAMBOAT 

See how yon flaming herald treads 

The ridged and rolling waves, 
As, crashing o'er their crested heads, 

She bows her surly slaves I 
With foam before and fire behind. 

She rends the clinging sea, 
That flies before the roaring wind. 

Beneath her hissing lee. 

The morning spray, like sea-born flowers, 

With heaped and glistening bells, 
Falls roimd her fast, in ringing showers, 

With every wave that swells ; 
And, burning o'er the midnight deep. 

In lurid fringes thrown. 
The living gems of ocean sweep 

Along her flashing zone. 

With clashing wheel and lifting keel. 

And smoking torch on high. 
When winds are loud and billows reel. 

She thunders foaming by ; 
When seas are silent and serene. 

With even beam she glides. 
The simshine glimmering through the green 

That skirts her gleaming sides. 

Now, like a wild nymph, far apart 
She veils her shadowy form. 



The Ijoating of her restless heart 
Still soiindiug through the stonii j 

Now answers, like a courtly daini\ 
The reddening surges o'er, 

AVith flying scarf of spangk'd flaine, 
Tlic Pharos of the sLoi-e. 

To-nii;lit yon pilot shall not sleep, 

A\'lic) trims his narrowed sail ; 
To-nij^ht yon frigate scarce shall keep 

I k r broail hi-east to the gale ; 
And many a foresail, scooped and strained 

Sliall hi-cak from yard and stay, 
Ik-fm-c thJA sinoky wreatli lias stnincd 

The rising mist of duy. 

ITui'k t hark ! I hear yon whittling shroud, 

I we yon quivoring mast ; 
Thi> bhu-k throat of the hmitetl cloud 

Is panting foi'th the blast ! 
All hour, and, whirled liku \\'iiknowing eliaff, 

The giant surge shall Hing 
His ti-esses o'er yon pennon staff, 

White as the sea-bird's wing I 

Yet rest, ye wanderers of the dccpj 

Nor wind nor wave shall tire 
Those Jlesliless anus, whose pulses leap 

With flooils of living firej 
Sleep on, and, when the morning light 

Streams o'er the shining bay, 
Oil think of those for whom tJie night 

'^'—11 uiivcr wake in daj' ! 
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LEXINGTON 

Slowly the mist o'er the meadow was creeping. 

Bright on the dewy buds glistened the sun, 
When &om his couch, while his children were 
sleeping, 
Bose the bold rebel and shouldered his gun. 
Waving her golden veil 
Over the silent dale, 
BUthe looked the morning on cottage and spire; 
Hushed was his parting sigh. 
While from his noble eye 
Flashed the last sparkle of liberty's fire. 

On the smooth green where the fresh leaf is 
springing 
Caknly the first-bom of glory have met ; 
Hark! the death-volley around them is ringing! 
Look I with their life-blood the young grass is 
wet! 
Faint is the feeble breath. 
Murmuring low in death, 
** Tell to our sons how their fathers have died ; ** 
Nerveless the iron hand, 
Raised for its native land. 
Lies by the weapon that gleams at its side. 

Over the hillsides the wild knell is tolling. 

From their far hamlets the yeomanry come ; 
As through the storm-clouds the thunder-burst 
rolling. 



mmmim 



ea Am 

l.'ii'cK's the beat of the iimstcriiig druia. 

Fast OH tlie soltlier's path 

Darlten the waves o£ wratli, ~ 
L()il;^' liave they gatliL'rwl niul loii.l shall lluy fall ; 

Hi'd glares the musktit's flush. 

t^-harp lings the rifle's oi-nsh, 
lilnziiirr !iu(l lilaiiging from thiukct ami wall. 

G.iyly the (lUiine of the Imrsriimn was donciug, 

XfviT f" shatlow liis ciilil lirow apiiii ; 
I'niiiilly at iiionuiifi tlif war-stceil w;is (iraiiriiig, 
lu'ikin;:; aiul iKoiitiiig: he droops mi tliij iviti ; 
I'nle is tho lip of scorn, 
WiU'eli'Ms the tniiii[iet honi. 
Timi i-i the silkc'ii-fniinwl ivd ci-ona on high; 
^[ally a helted liieast 

L'lW ou the f itrf sluill rpst . 

Ki-i> tlir ilirk himteiii the heril have passed liy. 

1 
SM.ixv.::;irilled M-a^ where the hoarse wind is raniig;, ] 
liiiilis wln'ie the weary Hoods iiumuiir and wail, ' 
WjKls «ht're the fern liy tlie fiirmw is wavuig, I 

lici'h'd with tlie ralioee that roile on the jjale; 
Vav !iH the tempest thrills 
Over the darkened hiils, 
l^i. A~ ll,.. s,iM>hin,>sln-:(n.s,.\.',-!h-phim. 

i;..ti-..-d l.y Ihf tytiiul hand, ' 

W ..ke idl tlie nuglity lanil, 
tiiidid t'.>r battle, from mountain to main. 

(ill 111 hi' the craves whei-o her martyi's are lyinfjl 

>1 dies,-- and toiidiless they .sunk to their rest. 
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While o'er their ashes the starry fold flying 

Wraps the proud eagle they roused from his nest. 

Borne on her Northern pine, 

Long o'er the foaming brine 
Spread her broad banner to storm and to sun ; 

Heaven keep her ever free, 

Wide as o'er land and sea 
Floats the fair emblem her heroes have won I 



ON LENDING A PUNCH-BOWL 

Tliis "punch-bowl" was, according to old family tradition, a 
caudle-ai^. It is a massive piece of silver, its cherubs and other 
omaments of coarse repouss^ work, and has two handles like a 
loTing-onp, by which it was held, or passed from guest to gaest. 

This ancient silver bowl of mine, it tells of good 
old times, 

Of joyous days and jolly nights, and merry Christ- 
mas chimes ; 

They were a free and jovial race, but honest, brave, 
and true, 

Who dipped their ladle in the punch when this old 
bowl was new. 

A Spanish galleon brought the bar, — so runs the 

ancient tale ; 
'T was hammered by an Antwerp smith, whose arm 

was like a flail ; 
And now and then between the strokes, for fear 

his strength should fail. 
He wiped his brow and quaffed a cup of good old 

Flemish ale. 
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If Heaven but leaves a single threatl 

Of Hope's dissolving chain, 
Even when her parting plumes are spread. 

It bids them fold again ; 
The cradle rocks beside the tomb ; 

The cheek now changed and chill 
Smiles on us in the morning bloom 

Of one that loves us stiU. 

Sweet image ! I have done thee WTong 

To claim this destined lay ; 
The leaf that asked an idle song 

]Must bear my tears away. 
Yet, in tliy memory shouldst thou keep 

This else forgotten strain, 
Till years have taught thine eyes to weep, 

And flattery's voice is vain ; 
Oh then, thou fledgling of the nest, 

Like the long-wandering dove, 
Tliy weary heart may faint for rest. 

As mine, on changeless love ; 
And while these sculptured lines retrace 

The hours now dancing by, 
Tliis vision of thy girlisli grace 

May cost thee, too, a sigh. 
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SONG 

WBITIEN FOB THE DINNER GIVEN TO CHARLES DICKENS 
BY THE YOUNQ MEN OF BOSTON, FEBRUARY 1, 1842 

The stars their early vigils keep, 

The silent hours are near, 
When drooping eyes forget to weep,— 

Yet still we linger here ; 
And what — the passing churl may ask — 

Can claim such wondrous power. 
That Toil forgets his wonted task, 

And Love his promised hour? 

The Irish harp no longer thrills. 

Or breathes a fainter tone ; 
The clarion blast from Scotland's hills, 

Alas I no more is blown ; 
And Passion's burning lip bewails 

Her Harold's wasted fire, 
Still lingering o'er the dust that veils 

The Lord of England's lyre. 

But grieve not o'er its broken strings. 

Nor think its soul hath died, 
While yet the lark at heaven's gate sings. 

As once o'er Avon's side ; 
While gentle summer sheds her bloom. 

And dewy blossoms wave, 
Alike o'er Juliet's storied tomb 

And Nelly's nameless grave. 



Thou ffloriim^ island of thi> sea! 

Tlmn^h wiilo thu wasting flood 
Tbat p:u'tH our distant Land from thee, 

Wc v-laiiu thy generous IjIckhI ; 
Nor o'er tliy far horizon spiiiigs 

One liallowed star of fame. 
But kiiidlfs, like an anjTprs winga, 

Oui' " L'stiTD skies iu flame I 



Come Lack to your mother, ye cliildren, for shame, 
^VIio havo wandered like truants for riches or 

fame ! 
With a siiiik' on her face, and a Bprip; in her cap, 
tjliL- calls you to feast from her hoimtiful lap- 
Come out from your alleys, your courts, and your 

lanes, 
And bii:atlie, like young eagles, the air of our 

plains ; 
Taktj a whiff from our fields, and your excellent 

wives 
AVill deilarw it 'a all nonsense insuring your lives. 

Cniiii- yiiu of the law, who ran talk, if you ]ilease, 

Aiid liavc ■' the old huly, that never t«lls hes," 
Til r^lcrp with her handkerchief over her eyes. 
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Te healers of men, for a moment decline 
Your feats in the rhubarb and ipecac line ; 
While you shut up your turnpike, your neighbors 

can go 
The old roundabout road to the regions below. 

You clerk, on whose ears are a couple of pens, 
And whose head is an ant-hill of units and tens. 
Though Plato denies you, we welcome you still 
As a f eatherless biped, in spite of your quilL 

Poor drudge of the city I how happy he feels. 
With the burs on his legs and the grass at his 

heels I 
No dodger behind, his bandannas to share. 
No constable grumbling, ^^ You must n't walk 

there I" 

In yonder green meadow, to memory dear, 

He slaps a mosquito and brushes a tear ; 

The dew-drops hang roimd hinn on blossoms and 

shoots. 
He breathes but one sigh for his youth and his 

boots. 

There stands the old school-house, hard by the old 

church ; 
That tree at its side had the flavor of birch ; 
Oh, sweet were the days of his juvenile tricks. 
Though the prairie of youth had so many ^^ big 

Ucks." 
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By tlie fiido of yon river lie weeps and he slumps, 
Tlif? liiiiits fill with water, a;; if they were iiuiuj).'!. 
Till, sated with raiitiire, he steals to bis hcd, 
\\'itli a glow in his litart and a cold in Ms head. 

'T is jiast, — he is dreaming, — I see him again ; 
The k-il^er returns as by legerdemain ; 
His iii'iL'kcloth is damp with an easterly flaw. 
And lit; holds ia his fingers an omnibus straw. 

He (Iroams the cliill gust ia a hloaaomy gale, 
That the straw is a rosis fi'om Uia dear native valo; 
And miinnurs, unconscious of spaee anil wf time, 
■■ A 1. Extra super. Ah, is u't it fiUJiK I " 

Oh, uliat are the prizes we (wish to win 

To lln' lirst little •• .shiner '' wo caught witli a pin I 

Xo .soil ti])nn earth is «o dear to our eyes 

jVs till.' soil we first stiri-ed in t<drrestri:U piea I 

Then riime from all parties and parts to our feast ; 
Tlmnjjh not at the " Astor," we "U give you at least 
A liiti' at an apjile. a -seat on the grass, 
iVnd 1 lie Lest of old — water — at nothing a glass. 



NUX FOSTCCENATICA 
I \\ AS •fitting with my mieroscojx!, upon my parlor 
^Vitli a very heavy (quarto and a very lively hug; 
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The trae bug had been organized with only two 

antennsB, 
But the humbug in the copperplate would have 

them twice as many. 

And I thought, like Dr. Faustus, of the emptiness 

of art, 
How we take a fragment for the whole, and call 

the whole a part, 
When I heard a heavy footstep that was loud 

enough for two, 
And a man of forty entered, exclaiming, ^How 

d^yedo?" 

He was not a ghost, my visitor, but solid flesb and 

bone; 
He wore a Palo Alto hat, his weight was twenty 

stone; 
(It's odd bow hats expand their brims as riper 

years invade. 
As if when life had reached its noon it wanted 

them for shade 1} 

I lost my focus, — dropped my book, — the bug, 

who was a flea, 
At once exploded, and commenced experiments on 

me. 
They have a certain heartiness that frequently 

appalls, — 
Those mediaeval gentlemen in semilunar smalls I 

"My boy," he said, (colloquial ways, — the vast, 
broad-hatted man,) 



ADDlTIOyAL PUEMa 

■mi? (liuf witli us im TliiirsLlay iio.vt, — ymi 

uiiist, \Lii[ know you c-an ; 
'ri> piiiij; til liiivi; ;i roaiiiifj time, with loti of 

fun aijil iiuisf, 
DiBtinf;iii>]u',l quests, ct cetera, the Judge, auil nil 

ihu b.,_vs;' 

Not KO, — I w.w\. — my toin]i')ral bones are fthnwiiig 

])rftty I'lcar. 
It's time to stop, — just liml: and iiw- that hair 

al)ovi> Ibis ear ; 
My ^olileu ilays are more than siiciit, — uml, wliat 

is \-i'i-y sti-auge. 
If these are real silver hairs, I'm getting lota of 



I Vsidus — my prospects — don't ynu know that 

pt'ople won't I'liiploy 
A uiau that wrongs LU iiiauhuc'ss hy lauf;1iii]g like 

;,l,„y? 
And su^peet tlic azure hlossoni that imfohls upon a 

shoot, 
As if wisdiiiu's old jiotato t-ouhl not flourish at its 



It 's a veiy iiue reilei'tion, when ycin "re I'tching out 

a Mail.' 
Oil ;i eL>pperi.late of fiioes that woidd strutdi at 

Thai, "hat with sm'i'ra from enemies and cheapen- 
in- shru-s of friends, 

' - •■■ ii-iiincs that a montli of 
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It 's a vastly pleasing prospect, when you 're screw- 
ing out a laugh, 

That your very next year's income is diminished 
by a half, 

And a little boy trips barefoot that Pegasus may 

go, 
And the baby's milk is watered that your Helicon 

may flow I 

No; — the joke has been a good one, — but I 'm 

getting fond of quiet, 
And I don't like deviations from my customary 

diet; 
So I think I will not go with you to hear the toasts 

and speeches, 
But stick to old Montgomery Place, and have some 

pig and peaches. 

The fat man answered: Shut your mouth, and 

hear the genuine creed ; 
The true essentials of a feast are only fun and 

feed; 
The force that wheels the planets round delights in 

spinning tops, 
And that young eartliquake t' other day was great 

at shaking props. 

I tell you what, philosopher, if all the longest 

heads 
That ever knocked their sinciputs in stretching on 

their beds 
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AVere I'oniid one gcent malioganj', I 'd beat those 

fiiif old follis 
Witli twenty diabes, twenty fctnls, and twenty flfvcr 

jokes! 

Why, if Coluniljus should bi' tlnTP, the company 

wouhl hep 
lie M show t'lat littlu ti-lek of his of bal^ni'ing the 

Milton in Stilton would give in. and Sidomon to 

Salmon, 
And KogiT Bai'ou be a bore, iind Francis Uacon 

giinuiion I 

And as i'ni' all the " jiati-onage " iif all the ehiwiia 

ajid boors 
That siinint theii' little narrawt'yea at any fj*eak of 

Do leavi- them ^/^ your proKier friends, — sueh fel- 
lows ought to die 
Wlien ihiibarb is so very scarcf aud ijiecac so high I 

And sn T rome, — like LochJiivar. to tread a slnnlo 

Til ]ioiv!ia'p with ii loaf of binid a augar-jiluni of 

I'h'asurf, 
Ti. vnu-v for the cuj) of glass tliat "s nm for after 

diinuT, 
Whieh yields a single s])ai-kling drauglit, tbeu 

bi-eaks and cuts the winner. 

,\h, that's the way delusion comes, — a glass of 
nld Madeira, 
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A pair of Tisual diaphragms revolved by Jane or 

Sarah, 
And down go vows and promises without the sUght- 

est question 
If eating words won't compromise the organs of 

digestion I 

And jet, among my native shades, beside my nurs- 
ing mother, 

Where every stranger seems a friend, and every 
friend a brother, 

I feel the old convivial glow (unaided) o'er me 
stealing, — 

The warm, champagny, old - particular, brandy- 
punchy feeling. 

We *re all alike ; — Vesuvius flings the scoriae from 

his fountain. 
But down they come in volleying rain back to the 

burning moimtain ; 
We leave, like those volcanic stones, our precious 

Alma Mater, 
But will keep dropping in again to see the dear 

old crater. 



VERSES FOR AFTER-DINNER 

PHI BETA KAPPA SOCIETY, 1844 

I WAS thinking last night, as I sat in the cars. 
With the charmingest prospect of cinders and 
stars, 
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Next Tliiirsday is — bless me ! — how haul it will 



If that canmbal presideiit ealls upon me 1 

There ia nothing on earth that he will not devour, 
Fi-oni a tutor in seed to a fi'OHliinn.n in Bower ; 
Nil sage is too giay, ami no yontli is too g^ten. 
And yon rau't be too plumii, tlioiigh you 're never 

While (ilhera enlarso on the Ixnled and tho roust, 
He serves a raw cicvyyinnn ii]i with a toast, 
Or calilirs some doetor, (jAute tender and young, 
And biinely insists on ;i liit of lii.t tongue. 

Ponr ^^etinl, prepared for hia clnHKical spit, 
'\\'ith 11 stuffing of |iraiNc ttnd a hasting of wit, 
You may twitth at youi" collar and w-rinklo your 

hnm, 
lint yttn 'le up on your legs, and yoii 're in for it 



Oh tliiul; of youi' friends,— tliey are waiting to hear 
'J"huse jokes tliat aiv thouf-ht so rumarluihly quuer ; 
And all the iTaek Ilnrners of metrical huns 
Ale ]>iyiiig ami fiiigering to jnelt out the punn, 

Tlin-c thoughts wiiieh, like eliiekens, will always 

thrive hest 
W'lnri leaved hy the heat of the natural nest, 
"Will ]"'iL>h it' hatehed from their embryo dream 
Li i1)i mist and the glow of conWvial steam. 
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Oh pardon me, then, if I meekly retire, 
With a very small flash of ethereal fire ; 
No robbing will kindle your Lucifer match. 
If the ^2 does not follow the primitive scratch. 

Dear friends, who are listening so sweetly the 

while. 
With your lips double-reefed in a snug little 

smile, 
I leave you two fables, both drawn from the 

deep, — 
The shells you can drop, but the pearls you may 

keep. 



The fish called the Ploundeb, perhaps you may 

know. 
Has one side for use and another for show ; 
One side for the public, a delicate brown. 
And one that is white, which he always keeps 

down. 

A very young flounder, the flattest of flats, 

(And they 're none of them thicker than opera 

hats,) 
Was speaking more freely than charity taught 
Of a friend and relation that just had been 

caught. 

*' My ! what an exposure I just see what a sight 1 
I blush for my race, — he is showing his white I 



Such spinning and wriggling, — why, what does he 

^^-isll? 
How jiainfully small to respectable fish ! " 

Then said an old Scdlpin, — " My freedom ex- 

Yoii 'I'l' jiliiying the cohhlcr witli lioles in your 

rthues ; 
Your lirowTi aide is up, — hut just wait till you 're 

tried 
And ynii '11 Cud tliiit all flounders are white iiu oue 

Mde." 



Tlii'if 's a slice near the Pickehel's pcetural fins, 
A\'liere t!ic thoritx li;.-ivcs off and the venter liefpiis, 
M'liivh his brother, survivor o£ tish-hooks and lines, 
Thouj^h fond of lus family, never deeliiiea. 

He Invf's his relations ; he feels tltCy '11 ho missed ; 

Tint that one little tidbit he eunnot resist ; 

!?o your bait may he swallowed, no matter liow 

fast. 
For V'lu eatch youi' next fish with a piece of the 

last. 

Auil tIiks, O survivor, whose nieiijileiid fate 

!> to t:Lkc the next hook with the president's bait, 
Ynn arr lost while you snatch from the end of Ilia 

The nuuscl he rent from this bosom of mine I 
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A MODEST REQUEST 

complied with after the dinner at president 
Everett's inauguration 

Scene, — a back parlor in a certain square, 
Or court, or lane, — in short, no matter where ; 
Time, — early morning, dear to simple souls 
Who love its sunshine and its fresh-baked rolls ; 
Persons, — take pity on this telltale blush. 
That, like the ^thiop, whispers, ^' Hush, oh hush ! '* 

Delightful scene I where smiling comfort broods, 
Nor business frets, nor anxious care intrudes ; 
O si sic omnia t were it ever so 1 
But what is stable in this world below ? 
Medio efonte^ — Virtue has her faults, — 
The clearest fountains taste of Epsom salts ; 
We snatch the cup and lift to drain it dry, — 
Its central dimple holds a drowning fly ! 
Strong is the pine by Maine's ambrosial streams. 
But stronger augers pierce its thickest beams ; 
Ko iron gate, no spiked and panelled door. 
Can keep out death, the postman, or the bore. 
Oh for a world where peace and silence reign. 
And blunted dulness terebrates in vain 1 
— The door-bell jingles, — enter Richard Fox, 
And takes this letter from his leathern box. 

" Dear Sir,— 

In writing on a former day, 
One little matter I forgot to say ; 
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I now inform you in a sincfle line, 

Oil Tliursday next our purjiose is to dine. 

Tilt' act of feeding, as you understand, 

Is Lilt a fraetion of tlie work in hand; 

Its nobler half is that ethereal meat 

111*' |)a})ers eall 'the intellectual treat;' 

Son-s, speeches, toasts, around the festive board 

Drownid in the juice the College pumps afford ; 

1 <»r only water flanks our Icnives and forks. 

So, sinlv or float, we swim Anthout the corks. 

Yoins is the art, by native genius taught, 

To clothe in eh)(pience the naked thought; 

^ nir.s is the skill its music to prolong 

TIiKMi'h the swret efliuence of mellifluous sonsr; 

^ r}\\y:-^ the quaint trick to cram tlie l)ithy line 

1 liiit cracks so crisi)lv over bubblim^ wine ; 

Aiul since success vour various iiifts attends, 

W » — tliat is, I and all vour numerous friends — 

I.xiMct from vou — vour sini»le self a host — 

A -|H (ch, a son^\ excuse me, (fnd a toast; 

N i\. not to liauule on so small a claim, 

A t' A ot" each, or several of the same. 

( >I;j,iied), Youj'S, .'/<osf truh/^ 



» 



Xo ! mv siLiht nuist fail, — 

ir li :nt ain't Judas on tlic largest scale! 
W . I. tlii^ />' modest; — nothing else tlian that? 
M\ c«t:il? mv boots? mv pantaloons? mv Iiat? 
.^I\ -li -k ? mv L;li»ves? as well as all mv wits, 
L« 11 nlii^- and linen, — evervthini»- tliat fits I 

J:i u\ s.'iiil my ladv, is it grog you'll try, 

/ V 1 , 1 1 • I' 1 "^ 1 9 





Lii:,- ir.i I'li'C) itt 
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Ah, said the sailor, though I can't refuse, 
You know, my lady, 't ain't for me to choose ; 
I 'II take the grog to finish off my lunch. 
And drink the toddy while you mix the punch. 



The Speech. (The speaker, rising to be seen, 
Looks very red, because so very green.) 
I rise — I rise — with unaffected fear, 
(Louder I — speak louder I — who the deuce can 

hear?) 
I rise — I said — with undisguised dismay — 
— Such are my feelings as I rise, I say ! 
Quite imprepared to face this learned throng, 
-^Irc^y gorged with eloquence and song ; 
Around my view are ranged on either hand 
The genius, wisdom, virtue of the land ; 
** Hands that the rod of empire might have swayed " 
Close at my elbow stir their lemonade ; 
Would you like Homer learn to write and speak, 
That bench is groaning with its weight of Greek ; 
Behold the naturalist who in his teens 
Found six new species in a dish of greens ; 
And lo, the master in a statelier walk. 
Whose annual ciphering takes a ton of chalk ; 
And there the linguist, who by common roots 
Thro' all their nurseries tracks old Noah's shoots, — 
How Shem's proud children reared the Assyrian 

piles. 
While Ham's were scattered through the Sandwich 

Isles ! 



mmmm 
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— Fired at the thoiiglit of all the jirescnt aBowB, 
My kiinlling fancy ilomi the fnture flows : 

I Sir the fjloiy of the coming days 

O'er Time's homon shoot its sti'earniiig rays ; 
Ne;ir auil more near the ratiiant momiug di-awa 
In living lustre (raptui-ons applause) ; 
From east to west the hlazing heralJa run, 
Loosed from the ehariot of the ascending sun, 
Through the long vista of iinuonnted years 
In cloHiUess splendor (tliree tremendous cheers}. 
Wy eye prophetic, as the depths tinfold, 
SiH's a new advent of the age of gold 
M'hile o'er the scene new generations pi 
New homes rise the eoraiug time to hles^f, — =- 
Not -iich as Homer's, who, we read in Pope, 
Din.'il without fovliH and never heanl of soap, — 
Not sTii-h as May to Murlhiirough Chapel hrings, 
I.e;ni, hungry, savage, aiiti-evcn-things, 
Oiiiii's of Luther iu the pasteboard style, — 
But niuniuL articles the tme Carlyle* 
A\ hd( fii on hjgli the thzing oih shill shed 
Its 4 1 nti d light on Hirvai-d s hol\ ht id 
\u 1 1 nunng s ensigns evei float unfmkd 

II I ni the focus of the new horn woild ' 

Ih 1 d{LP stops uid trampling down tha 
! " 

I 1 thiough the hill the thunder of applause, 
< t I uiv giist of long •«i'ii>end(.d Ahs I 

I I ^lollwlnd chao:> of miane hurrahsl 



I us cheers}. 
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The Sokg. But this demands a briefer line, — 
A shorter muse, and not the old long Nine ; 
Lone metre answers for a common sone, 
E^ «™.o. „*, doe, »ot »„ef W. 

She came beneath the forest dome 

To seek its peaceful shade, 
An exile from her ancient home, 

A poor, forsaken maid ; 
No banner, flaunting high above. 

No blazoned cross, she bore ; 
One holy book of light and love 

Was all her worldly store. 

The dark brown shadows passed away. 

And wider spread the green, 
And where the savage used to stray 

The rising mart was seen ; 
So, when the laden winds had brought 

Their showers of golden rain. 
Her lap some precious gleanings caught. 

Like Ruth's amid the grain. 

But wrath soon gathered uncontrolled 

Among the baser churls. 
To see her ankles red with gold. 

Her forehead white with pearls. 
** Who gave to thee the glittering bands 

That lace thine azure veins ? 
Who bade thee lift those snow-white hands 

We bound in gilded chains ? " 
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" Thest? are the gems my cliililrpn gave," 

Tlie stat^-ly daiuc replied ; 
" The wiae, tJiu gentle, rrnil the lii'ave, 
I luirtiired at my side. 
If I'uvy still your bosom Btiuj:^, 
Take back their rima of giAkl ; 
My suns will melt their wedding-rings, 
Aud give a hmidred-fold I " 



TuF. To\sT. Oh t.'ll mo, ye who thoughtless ask 

Kxiiaiisivd luitui-u fur n thret'fold taak, 

111 wit or iPiithiiM if one sliiirf lH.'mains< 

A sjifr inwsfiuctit fur an ounce of bruins ! 

Iliird la llic jub to hiuiich the dt^sjK-i-ate pun, 

A |mii-)ul) d;iJi;;t'rous as the Indian one, 

Tiirrifd liv tlk' current of some stronger Wit 

V-M-k fvnm Uie object that you mean to hit, 

Liki' tin' striiujje missile wlui'li the Austi'alion 

throw... 
^'iKii' vi'i)'.']] i';w;it'/'MB_y slaps you on the nose. 
Oin' vji^iK- iullection spoils the whole with doubt, 
Oni' triviiil litiri' ruins all. left out; 
A ktiol .■an .'lioke a felon into elay, 
A iii.t will save liim, sjielt without the k ; 
Th.- M.ialli-l v\.>rd has some imguarded spot, 
And .I.U1-, I- hu-ks in i without a dot. 

'I'liii- -■(■■al Al hillffj, who had shown his zeal 
III Iu-.iUm- ■A,.iii.ds, died of a wounded heel ; 
l"jilia|>|.v .iii.i'. who, when in childhood doused, 
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Had saved his bacon had his feet been soused I 

Accursed heel that kiUed a hero stout I 

Oh, had your mother known that you were out, 

Death had not entered at the trifling part 

That still defies the small chirurgeon's art 

With corns and bunions, — not the glorious John, 

Who wrote the book we all have pondered on, 

But other bunions, boimd in fleecy hose. 

To " Pilgrim's Progress " unrelenting foes I 



A HEALTH, unmingled with the reveller's wine, 
To him whose title is indeed divine ; 
Truth's sleepless watchman on her midnight tower. 
Whose lamp bums brightest when the tempests 

lower. 
Oh, who can tell with what a leaden flight 
Drag the long watches of his weary night. 
While at his feet the hoarse and blinding gale 
Strews the torn wreck and bursts the fragile sail. 
When stars have faded, when the wave is dark, 
When rocks and sands embrace the foundering bark I 
But still he pleads with unavailing cry. 
Behold the light, O wanderer, look or die I 

A health, fair Themis ! Would the enchanted vine 
Wreathed its green tendrils round this cup of 

thine I 
If Learning's radiance fill thy modem court. 
Its glorious sunshine streams through Blackstone's 

port! 
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L;i\i"_V(TS ai-c thirst^', and thi'ir clienta too, — 
Witness Eit least, if memory serve me true, 
Tlii>sf old tribunals, fatnt'd for dusty suits, 
A\']K'i'f iiK'ii souglit justice ere thoy Ijrualied tteit 

And wliat can maU'Ii, to solve a lo.iniod doubt, 
The Wiiriuth witltiii that conies from "cold with- 

Il.'allli to the art whoso gloi-y is to ffivo 

Till- (■lowiiing; boon that makts it lift- to live. 

Ask luit liLT home ; — the rot-k whcrts ntituit: flings | 

Hi-r urctiu lifheu, last of li\-ing tliiiij^s ; 

Thf ;;urdfns, frap-aiit with ihij nrit^nt's liidm, 

I'loiii thf low jasitiiue to tlui star-like pabu, 

lluil ]ff as mistress o'er the distant wavps. 

And yield their tribiilt.' to her wandering slaves, 

WhviL'vtT. nioisti'iiing'tlic iiii;initeful siiil, 

Tlic U-.n- of suflVriii- tim-ks the |mlh -if toil, 

Tlitrc, in the anguish of liis fuveivil hours, 'I 

Ili'i- L^'riH'ious fliif,'er [loints to Iiwiliug' flowers; 

■\Vbi.'ir the lost felon steals away to die. 

Hit soft hand waves before his closin,!:; eye ; 

AVhLir hniiti-d misery finds his darkr>,t hiir, 

'I'iiv Kii.Ini^lit tii]M'r shows her kiu^clin^' lh.-ir ! 

Viiri IK. — tlie guide that men and ivatimin omi ; 

Ami Lwv,— the bulwark that prntrels Iut thi-nne! 

And l!i:vi;in, — to all its liapiiiest eliarm that 
h'lMs; 

Till'-" ntid their servants, inan'a untiring friends; 

y.'iu- i\,.' brijrht lynqih that Heaven itself lets fall, 

111 uiiL- I'uir bumjiLT let US toast them all! 
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THE PARTING WORD 

I MUST leave thee, lady sweet I 
Months shall waste before we meet; 
Winds are fair and sails are spread. 
Anchors leave their ocean bed ; 
Ere this shining day grow dark. 
Skies shall gird my shoreless bark. 
Through thy tears, O lady mine. 
Read thy lover's parting line. 

When the first sad sun shall set. 
Thou shalt tear thy locks of jet ; 
When the morning star shall rise, 
Thou shalt wake with weeping eyes ; 
When the second sun goes down. 
Thou more tranquil shalt be grown. 
Taught too well that wild despair 
Dims thine eyes and spoils thy h^. 

All the first unquiet week 
Thou shalt wear a smileless cheek ; 
In the first month's second half 
Thou shalt once attempt to laugh ; 
Then in Pickwick thou shalt dip, 
Slightly puckering round the lip, 
Till at last, in sorrow's spite, 
Samuel makes thee laugh outright. 

While the first seven mornings last, 
Bound thy chamber bolted fast 
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Many a youth shall fume and pout, 
" Han^ tlie g\v\ she 's always out ! " 

While the second week goes round, 

Vainly shall they ring and pound ; 

When the third week shall begin, 
" Martha, let the creature in." 

Now once more the flattering throng 
Kound thee flock with smile and song, 
But thy iii)s, unweaned as yc^t, 
Lisp, " Oh, how can I forget ! " 
iVIen and devils hoth contrive 
Traps for catching girls alive; 
Eve was duped, and Helen kissed, — - 
How, oh how can you resist? 

First he careful of vour fan. 
Trust it not to youth or man ; 
Love has filled a ])irate's sail 
Often with its perfumed gale. 
oVIind your kerchief most of all, 
Fingei's touch when kerchiefs fall; 
Shorter ell than mercers clip 
Is the space from hand to lip. 

Trust not such as talk in troj-jes, 
Full of pistols, daii'i^vrs, ropes ; 
All the hemp that Russia bears 
Sraree would answer lovers' prayers; 
^^evcr tliread was spun so fhie, 
^^ever spider stretcluHl tlie line, 
AVould not bold tlie lovers true 
Tliat W(»u](l reallv swluu* for vou. 
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Fiercely some shall storm and swear, 
Beating breasts in black despair ; 
Others murmur with a sigh. 
You must melt, or they will die : 
Painted words on empty lies, 
Grubs with wings like butterflies ; 
Let them die, and welcome, too ; 
Pray what better could they do ? 

Fare thee well : if years efface 
From thy heart love's burning trace. 
Keep, oh keep that hallowed seat 
From the tread of vulgar feet ; 
If the blue lips of the sea 
Wait with icy kiss for me, 
Let not thine forget the vow. 
Sealed how often, Love, as now. 



A SONG OF OTHER DAYS 

As o'er the glacier's frozen sheet 
Breathes soft the Alpine rose, 
So through life's desert springing sweet 

The flower of friendship grows ; 
And as where'er the roses grow 

Some rain or dew descends, 
'T is nature's law that wine should flow 
To wet the lips of friends. 

Then once again, before we part, 

My empty glass shall ring ; 
And he that has the warmest heart 
Shall loudest laugh and sing. 



i 1 lib-*' *■ ■ „,.V"li>« 
■Vken ott<.» »= 
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And echoes o'er its dimples pass 

From dead Anacreon's strings ; 
And, tossing round its beaded brim 

Their locks of floating gold, 
With bacchant dance and choral hymn 

Setum the nymphs of old. 
Then once again, etc. 

A welcome then to joy and mirth. 

From hearts as fresh as ours, 
To scatter o'er the dust of earth 
Their sweetly mingled flowers ; 
T is Wisdom's self the cup that fills 

In spite of Folly's frown. 
And Nature, from her vine-clad hills. 
That rains her life-blood down I 
Then once again, before we part. 

My empty glass shall ring ; 
And he that has the warmest heart 
Shall loudest laugh and sing. 



SONG 

FOB A TEMPERANCE DINNER TO WHICH LADIES WEBB 
INVITED (new YOBK MEBCANTILB LIBRARY ASSO- 
CIATION, NOVEMBER, 1842) 

A HEALTH to dear woman ! She bids us imtwine. 
From the cup it encircles, the fast-clinging vine ; 
But her cheek in its crystal with pleasure will 

glow. 
And mirror its bloom in the bright wave below. 
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A Iicilili to sweet woman ! TIio ilays are no more 
AVlirii .she watehetl for litT lord till the i-evel wa3 



Anil 1 1 itlied tlio white jiillow, and hlnsbt'il wlion 

h time, 
As 'il ]nesyi,d lier cold lips oii his forehe:ul of 



Alas for the loved one I too spotless and fair 
The joys of his banquet to iliasten and share ; 
IKt fVL' lost its light that his puhlet might shine. 
And lli<j ruse of hui- elieuli was dissolvud in his 



Joy suiih's in the fomitain, healtli flows in tlie rills, 
j\s th.ir riliLous of sIIvlt miwind from the hills ; 
Tlii'v lucatiie not tin; mist of the hacchanal's dream. 
But th,' lilius of inuoueuce flo;it on their stream. I 

Tlit'ii :\ lie:dtli and a welcome to woman onoe more I ] 
Slii' liriii;;s us a passpoi-t that lauylis at onr door; 
It i-; written on eriuison, — its letters are pearls. — 
It is roimtci'signed future. — JSo, room for tho 
Girls I 

A SENTIMKNT , 

Till. ii|rdi;e of Friend rihi p ! it is still divine, 
'J'hiiti^li watery tiouils liave quenehed its burning 

wliiu ; 
"Wh^iti'vii- vase the saered drops may hold, 
Tiu' L;(iiiid, the shell, the cup of beaten golil, 
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Around its brim the hand of Nature throws 
A garland sweeter than the banquet's i-ose. 
Bright are the blushes of the vine-wreathed bowl. 
Warm with the sunshine of Anacreon's soul. 
But dearer memories gild the tasteless wave 
That fainting Sidney perished as he gave. 
'T is the heart's current lends the cup its glow, 
Whate'er the fountain whence the draught may 

flow, — 
The diamond dew-drops sparkling through the sand, 
Scooped by the Arab in his sunburnt hand, 
Or the dark streamlet oozing from the snow. 
Where creep and crouch the shuddering Esquimaux ; 
Ay, in the stream that, ere again we meet, 
Shall burst the pavement, glistening at our feet. 
And, stealing silent from its leafy hills. 
Thread all our alleys with its thousand rills, — 
In each pale draught if generous feeling blend, 
And o'er the goblet friend shall smile on friend. 
Even cold Cochituate every heart shall warm, 
And genial Nature still defy reform ! 

A RHYMED LESSON 
(uranta) 

This poem was delivered before the Boston Mercantile Library 
Association, October 14, 1846. 

Yes, dear Enchantress, — wandering far and long, 
In realms unperfumed by the breath of song, 
Where flowers ill-flavored shed their sweets around. 
And bitterest roots invade the ungenial ground, 
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A\ hose gems are crystals from the Epsom mine, 
Wliose vineyards flow with antimonial wine, 
AVI lose gates admit no mirthful feature in, 
Save one gaunt moeker, the Sardonic grin, 
AVliose pangs are real, not the woes of rhyme 
Tliat bhie-eyed misses warble out of time ; — 
Truant, not recreant to thy sacred claim. 
Older l)y reckoning, but in heart the same, 
Fi'ced for a moment from the chains of toil, 
1 tread once more thy consecrated soil ; 
lb re at thy feet my old allegiance own, 
Tliy subject stiU, and loyal to thy throne I 

]\I y dazzled glance explores the crowded hall ; 
Alas, how vain to hope the smiles of all! 
1 IvHow my audience. All the gay and young 
Love tlie liglit antics of a playful tongue ; 
And these, remembering some expansive line 
^ly li])s let loose among the nuts and wine. 
Are all impatience till the opening pun 
Pr<H laims the witty shamfight is begim. 
'\\\n Hftlu'. at least, if not the total half. 
Have eome infuiiate for an eai'th(piake laugh; 
1 Iviiow full well what alderman has tied 
Hi- ird bandanna tight about his side ; 
I >rc the inotlirr, who, aware that boys 
1*1 rf<n 111 tlit'ii* laugbtei' with suju'rfluous noise, 
]m -ill.' licr kcrrhlrf bi'ouglit an extra one 
1 (' -loj) tli«' explosions of her bursting son ; 
I know a tailor, oiiee a friend of mine, 
Ivxprcts L;reat doings in the Initton line, — 
I'or niirtlfs concussions rip the outward case, 




A BHYMED LESSON 109 

And plant the stitches in a tenderer place. 

I know my audience, — these shall have their 

due; 
A smile awaits them ere my song is through I 

I know myself. Not servile for applause, 
My Muse permits no deprecating clause ; 
Modest or vain, she will not be denied 
One bold confession due to honest pride ; 
And well she knows the drooping veil of song 
Shall save her boldness from the caviller's wrong. 
Her sweeter voice the Heavenly Maid imparts 
To tell the secrets of our aching hearts : 
For this, a suppliant, captive, prostrate, boimd, 
She kneels imploring at the feet of soimd ; 
For this, convulsed in thought's maternal pains, 
She loads her arms with rhyme's resounding chains ; 
Faint though the music of her fetters be. 
It lends one charm, — her lips are ever free I 

Think not I come, in manhood's fiery noon. 
To steal his laurels from the stage buffoon ; 
His sword of lath the harlequin may wield ; 
Behold the star upon my lifted shield I 
Though the just critic pass my himible name. 
And sweeter lips have drained the cup of fame, 
While my gay stanza pleased the banquet's lords. 
The soul within was tuned to deeper chords I 
Say, shall my arms, in other conflicts taught 
To swing aloft the ponderous mace of thought, 
Lift, in obedience to a school-girl's law. 
Mirth's tinsel wand or laughter's tickling straw ? 
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Say, shall I wound with satire's rankling spear 
The [lui'f, warm htai'ts that bid me wi-loomB 

Ko I ^^■]i^le I wanJev tlirouf;li the land of divams, 
To sti'ive with gi-eat and phiy with trifling themes, 
Let some kind meaning fill thu varied line. 
You have your judgment ; will you trust to mine ? 



Bi-twfen two breaths what crowded mystei'ii'S 

lie,— 
The Wv^i jthovt gasp, the last and long-tb-awn 

si-h ! 
Like iiliLtntoms painted on the magif slide. 
Fui'tli fnun the darkiieaa of Ihi' past we glide, 
As living' shadows fur a muinent aeeii 
III aii\v pageant on the eternal sei-eeii. 
Traced by a. ray from one uuehauging flame, 
Then >i'i'k the dust and stillness whenee we came. 

liiit whiiiee and why, our trembling sonls in- 

C'liirjbt thi'se dim ™ioiis their awakening fire ? 
Oh, whip fingeta when first the piercing thought 
T!iiuuL;h ihihlhuod's musings found ita way un- 

snn-ht? 
I Ml t — I LIVE. The mystery and the fear 
A\ li. 11 iii.> dread question, What has brought 

J[K IILHK? 

r.iii -t tliiiiagh life's twilight, as before the sun 
lu'Ii iliL' diep thunders of the moi-uing gun ! 
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Are angel faces, silent and serene, 
Bent on the conflicts of this little scene, 
Whose dream-like efforts, whose unreal strife. 
Are but the preludes to a larger life ? 

Or does life's summer see the end of all. 
These leaves of being mouldering as they fall. 
As the old poet vaguely used to deem, 
As Wesley questioned in his youthful dream ? 
Oh, could such mockery reach our souls indeed, 
Give back the Pharaohs' or the Athenian's creed ; 
Better than this a Heaven of man's device, — 
The Indian's sports, the Moslem's paradise ! 

Or is our being's only end and aim 
To add new glories to our Maker's name. 
As the poor insect, shrivelling in the blaze. 
Lends a faint sparkle to its streaming rays ? 
Does earth send upward to the Eternal's ear 
The mingled discords of her jarring sphere 
To swell his anthem, while creation rings 
With notes of anguish from its shattered strings ? 
Is it for this the immortal Artist means 
These conscious, throbbing, agonized machines ? 

Dark is the soid whose sullen creed can bind 
In chains like these the all-embracing Mind ; 
No 1 two-faced bigot, thou dost ill reprove 
The sensual, selfish, yet benignant Jove, 
And praise a tyrant throned in lonely pride. 
Who loves himself, and cares for naught beside ; 
Who gave thee, summoned from primeval night. 



SIB 
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A tlioiisainl laws, anil not a siiiglf liglit, — 

A lu'art to feci, anil qiiivoi-ing; nerves t« tlirill, 

T!n> si'iisi' of wrong, the deatli-tlef^'iiif; will ; 

Wliip jjii't thy spnaes with this tContUv fidmO, 

Its I'ai-thly glories and its orbs of fidint, 

?C;it fur thyself, unwoi'thy of a thnn^lit. 

Poor hi'lpleas victim of a life wis night, I 

ISut all fill- liini, luiehanfpiij; and sujirtme. 

Tilt' heai'tlesH cciltiv of thy frozen scheme I 

Trust not till' tuaelier w ilh Ills lying icroll, 
M'hri l.'HTs the charter of tl \ '>liiul kun^ soul ; 
"VXm- (iud of love, who gav thi 1 icath that waiiiia 
Ainiviii-.lnstinalliUvui I f ini 
AsksTiot tin! trihiite of ;» H lilhit this 
To 1111 the measuiv of his 1 .f t 1 hss I 

Tliiingh winged with lift? tliroiigh .ill its radiant 

shores, 
Ci'cition flowed with iincxhautited stoi-es 
< ■Jn'nih nnd spraph had not yet wijoycd ; 
For Ihis* he callud tlicc from tlio qiiickeiiing void! 
Nor this alono ; a Ijirtfer ^lii was tliinc, 
A luinlitier juiritosfi swelled his vsist ilesitjn: 
Tlioii^ht, — eoiiscienoft. — will, — 1« luahii tliem all 

liiine own, 
ll.> rent a jiillar from the eternal throne I 

Maili' in his iniajje, thou must nobly dare 
'I'll, tli-miy crown of sovereignty to sliare. 
Wl'I, , y,' ui)lifted, it is thine to riew, 
I'll nil ihiiie own oeiitri'. Heaven's o'erarching blue; 
S.i } iniiul l!iy heart a beaming eirele lies 
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No fiend can blot, no hypocrite disguise ; 

From all its orbs one cheering voice is heard, 

Full to thine ear it bears the Father's word, 

Now, as in Eden where his first-bom trod : 

" Seek thine own welfare, true to man and God I ^ 

Think not too meanly of thy low estate ; 
Thou hast a choice ; to choose is to create I 
Eemember whose the sacred lips that tell. 
Angels approve thee when thy choice is well ; 
Eemember, One, a judge of righteous men. 
Swore to spare Sodom if she held but ten 1 
Use well the freedom which thy Master gave, 
(Think'st thou that Heaven can tolerate a slave ?) 
And He who made thee to be just and true 
Will bless thee, love thee, — ay, respect thee too I 

Nature has placed thee on a changeful tide, 
To breast its waves, but not without a guide ; 
Yet, as the needle will forget its aim. 
Jarred by the fury of the electric flame. 
As the true current it will falsely feel. 
Warped from its axis by a freight of steel ; 
So will thy CONSCIENCE losc its balanced truth 
If passion's lightning fall upon thy youth. 
So the pure effluence quit its sacred hold 
Girt round too deeply with magnetic gold. 

Go to yon tower, where busy science plies 
Her vast antennae, feeling through the skies : 
That little vernier on whose slender lines 
The midnight taper trembles as it shines, 
A silent index, tracks the planets' march 
In all their wanderings through the ethereal arch ; 
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Tf'IN t!iroiip;h the mist wliore dazzled Mercury burns, 
Ami iiini-ks tlie sjint wlii'rc Ui'aiitin returns, 

So. till by wrong or iiegligeiiee effai'i'il, 
Tlie living inilex which thy Makei- traced 
Hepenl^ tlie liiio oiivh htiUTj Vii-tuo draws 
TliriiiiLjb the wide eipcutt of creation's lawa ; 
Si ill tiat'ks imehaugc'il tbe everhisting ray 
\\'liL'i(; llie diirk slwd"W3 of toniptatinn stray, 
Hut, <.moc defatted, fiirgets the orbs of light, 
And leaves tlieo waudeiiug o'bv the ex^muse of 
night. 

" ■\\'liat is thv eve.-d?" a h.i.j.livd lipi^ iii.ii.ii-e: 
" Thon srrUe,t (;.«1 heueath wliut Christiau -[lire l " 
Nor ;isk tliey idly, fur uneomitefl liea 
Flout ui>wai'.l on llif snifilte nf siM-rifiee : 
Wli.-ii man's tlvsl iueciisi; rosi- iil.ovi- the plain, 
or eai-lirs two altAM one Was buiU liy (_'aiu ! 

I'lLi-nrserl by doubt, irnr earliest eri-ed wc take; 
"We hp\-i' tlie ])i-effptn foi- the teacher's sake ; 
Till- iiiii]Oe K'ssons which t!ie nursery taught 
]■".■)! ii.tt and stainless ou tlic buds of thniight, 
.\ud liii' I'idl blossom owes its faiiest hn« 
Ta ili.^M' sixct't tcar-di-ops of afreeli<.n'H dew. 

T It ilie light that k-il ijur earlier Iioum 

V-mV- v^ ilb tlie pccfunie of our cradle Ih-w.-rs; 
-n..- , I. .,r, cold ipic-tion ebills to iuvM-i^ d.nibtj 
'I'm. .1 nf l.rli,.f^. we dread to live without: 
1 t|, !i,.-.i, it lieiisou waver at thy side, 
J.. 1 [iniiil.l-r Memory be tliy geutlc guide ; 
( i.. 1.. il.y birtJiphiee. .and, if faith was there, 
i;.]i :ii iliy falhcr'ri creed, tliy niotlier's prayer! 
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Faith loves to lean on Time's destroying arm. 
And age, like distance, lends a double charm ; 
In dim cathedrals, dark with vaulted gloom. 
What holy awe invests the saintly tomb I 
There pride will bow, and anxious care expand. 
And creeping avarice come with open hand ; 
The gay can weep, the impious can adore. 
From mom's first glimmerings on the chancel 

floor 
Tfll dying sunset sheds his crimson stains 
Through the faint hales of the irised panes. 

Yet there are graves, whose rudely-shapen sod 
Bears the fresh footprints where the sexton trod ; 
Graves where the verdure has not dared to shoot. 
Where the chance wild-flower has not fixed its root. 
Whose slumbering tenants, dead without a name. 
The eternal record shall at length proclaim 
Pure as the holiest in the long array 
Of hooded, mitred, or tiaraed clay I 

Come, seek the air ; some pictures we may gain 
Whose passing shadows shall not be in vain ; 
Not from the scenes that crowd the stranger's soil, 
Not from our own amidst the stir of toil. 
But when the Sabbath brings its kind release. 
And Care Ues slumbering on the lap of Peace. 

The air is hushed, the street is holy ground ; 
Hark I The sweet bells renew their welcome 

sound: 
As one by one awakes each silent tongue. 
It tells the turret whence its voice is flung. 



Thi' Cliappl, last of siiblunaiy ttiinpis 
Tli-.it Mtirs our echoes with ibi" iiauii- of Kings, 
M liuse bell, just glistemug fiUm. tlie iout and 

forge, 
Rollfil its jH'OHd requiem for the second George, 
SoK'nm and swelling, as of old it rang, 
Fiinirs to the wind its dcej), mitiorou^ elang : 
Tlie siuijilerjiile, that, mindful of the hour 
Whi-ii Howe's artillery shook its half-liiiilt tower, 
^Vl';iis on ita hofioin, as a bride nii^ht do, 
Tin- imii breastpin whifh tho " Kebfla " threw, 
Wakrs the sharp echoes with the (luJvcritig thrill 
Of kirn vihriitions, trtimuloiLs and shrill ; 
Aloft. snspMidcd ill thi> mominfr's firo, 
Cnisli tlii- vyat oynilialji from tlif Sitntht-rn spiro; 
Tiu' ( iiiiiit, staiidiii;,'' by tho elm-i'la.d green. 
His wliiti- knee lifted o'er the silent sefne, 
"Wiiirliii;,^ in air liis liraxen froblut i-oiuid. 
8"iii,us fruiii itfl brim tlio swolli-n floods of sound-, | 
"Wliili', sad with UH'moricH of the olden time, 
TlirolK from his tower tho Northern Minstrora 

iluuie.— 
Taiid. single tones, that K])ell their aueient song, 
liiil ir;iM stiJl follow iLH they breathe along. 

( lillri iif tlu' soil, whom foi'tiini- at-atis to range 
^VIk'K' iii^LJi and nature, faith and customs ehange, 
r.Miiir ill (by memory, each familiar tone 
M>.i.i 11- on (he winds that sigh in every zone. 
Willi ( '.vloii sweeps thee with her jierfuined 

Tliii'u^li llie warm billows of the Indian seas; 
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When — ship and shadow blended both in one — 
Flames o'er thy mast the equatorial son, 
From sparkling midnight to refulgent noon 
Thy canvas swelling with the still monsoon ; 
When through thy shrouds the wild tornado 

sings, 
And thy poor sea-bird folds her tattered wings, — 
Oft will delusion o'er thy senses steal. 
And airy echoes ring the Sabbath peal I 
Then, dim with grateful tears, in long array 
Rise the fair town, the island-studded bay, 
Home, with its smiling board, its cheering fire, 
The half -choked welcome of the expecting sire. 
The mother's kiss, and, still if aught remain. 
Our whispering hearts shall aid the silent strain. 

Ah, let the dreamer o'er the taffrail lean 
To muse unheeded, and to weep unseen ; 
Fear not the tropic's dews, the evening's chills. 
His heart lies warm among his triple hills I 

Turned from her path by this deceitful gleam. 
My wayward fancy half forgets her theme. 
See through the streets that slimibered in repose 
The living current of devotion flows. 
Its varied forms in one harmonious band : 
Age leading childhood by its dimpled hand ; 
Want, in the robe whose faded edges fall 
To tell of rags beneath the tartan shawl ; 
And wealth, in silks that, fluttering to appear, 
Lift the deep borders of the proud cashmere. 

See, but glance briefly, sorrow-worn and pale. 
Those sunken cheeks beneath the widow's veil; 



mmmF 
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Alone slio .vandora where with ?ii/n shi! tro«l, 
Jio nvm to stay her, lint she leans on Gml. 

'\\'liile other doiilili'ts de-v-iati; here and there, 
AVhat secret hanileuff binds that pretty pair? 
Coiiipaetest eouplt ! pressing side to aide, — 
Ah, tilt; whiti' bonnet that I'eveals the bride ! 

By t\v.: wliite neehcloth, witli its straitened tie, 
The suber hat, the Sabbath-speaking eye, 
Seveie and sjnileleaa, he that runs may read 
Tile stern diseiple of Geneva's creed : 
Decent and slow, behold his solemn raareh ; 
S^ileiit he enters thninyh yon erowded arch. 

A livelier bearing of the outward man. 
Tile lij^ht-hued gloves, the imdevoiit rattan, 
Now sniiirtly raised or half pTOfanely twHi-Ied, — 
A blight, fresh twinkle f i-oni the weeh-day world, — ■ 
Tell tlieii' jdain story; yes, tliine eyes hi'hold 
A eheerfid Christian from the liberal ftild. 

Di.i\Mi tlie chill street lluit enrves ill gloomiest ■ 
shade 
What nuirlcB betray yon solitary maid ? 
Tbc cheek's red rose that sjieaka of bnhnior air, 
Tlie Celtic hue that shades her hniided hair, 
The L'ilded missal in her kerehief tied, — 
V>i"V Xiira, exile from Killamey's side! 

Si-ter in toil, though blanched by eolder skies, 
Tb.it lift tliiir azure in her downcast eyes, 
Sr.' i^nid Mai-giiivt, Labor's patient child, 
;-^iane weaned from home, the nursling of the 

Willi, 

'\\']iiie wliite Katahdin o'er the honzon shinea. 
Ami liruud Penobscot dashes through the pines. 
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Still, as she hastes, her careful fingers hold 
The unfailing hymn-book in its cambrio fold. 
Six days at drudgery's heavy wheel she stands, 
The seventh sweet morning folds her weary hands, 
Yes, child of sujffering, thou mayst well be sure 
He who ordained the Sabbath loves the poor i 

This weekly picture faithful Memory draws, 
Nor claims the noisy tribute of applause ; 
Faint is the glow such barren hopes can lend. 
And frail the line that asks no loftier end. 

Trust me, kind listener, I will yet beguile 
Thy saddened features of the promised smile. 
This magic mantle thou must weU divide, 
It has its sable and its ermine side ; 
Yet, ere the lining of the robe appears. 
Take thou in silence what I give in tears. 

Dear listening soul, this ti'ansitory scene 
Of murmuring stillness, busily serene, — 
This solemn pause, the breathing-space of man, 
The halt of toil's exhausted caravan, — 
Comes sweet with music to thy wearied ear ; 
Kise with its anthems to a holier sphere I 

Deal meekly, gently, with the hopes that guide 
The lowliest brother straying from thy side : 
If right, they bid thee tremble for thine own ; 
If wrong, the verdict is for God alone I 

What though the champions of thy faith esteem 
The sprinkled fountain or baptismal stream ; 
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Faith; Conscience; Love. A meaner task re- 
mains, 
And humbler thoughts must creep in lowlier strains. 
Shalt thou be honest ? Ask the worldly schools. 
And all will tell thee knaves are busier fools ; 
Prudent ? Industrious ? Let not modem pens 
Instruct *'*' Poor Richard's " fellow-citizens. 

Be firm I One constant element in luck 
Is genuine solid old Teutonic pluck. 
See yon tall shaft ; it felt the earthquake's thrill. 
Clung to its base, and greets the sunrise still. 

Stick to your aim : the mongrel's hold will slip. 
But only crowbars loose the bulldog's grip ; 
Small as he looks, the jaw that never yields 
Drags down the bellowing monarch of the fields ! 

Yet in opinions look not always back, — 
Your wake is nothing, mind the coming track ; 
Leave what you 've done for what you have to do ; 
Don't be " consistent," but be simply true. 

Don't catch the fidgets; you have found your 
place 
Just in the focus of a nervous race. 
Fretful to change and rabid to discuss. 
Full of excitements, always in a fuss. 
Think of the patriarchs ; then compare as men 
These lean-cheeked maniacs of the tongue and pen I 
Run, if you like, but try to keep your breath ; 
Work like a man, but don't be worked to death ; 
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Ami with new notions. — let inp cliange the rule, — 
Don't strike the iron till it 'a sliglitly eooL 

Choose well your sat; owr feeble nature seeks 
The uiil of clubs, the countenance of cliques; 
Ami with this object settle fiint of all 
Your \vei;^ht of metal ami your size of ball. 
TraL'k nut the ati'iw of such 39 hold you cheap, i 

Too iiiuan to prize, though good enough to keep ; 
The ■■ leal, genimie, no-iuistake Tom Tliiuubs " 
Art; little [xwple fed on great inen'n erurabs. , 

Yet Ucfp no followers of that hateful brood 
Tluit liasily mingles with its wholesome food 
The tLiiiiid reptile. whi.-Ii. ill.- port suid. 
Doth wwir a precious jrwul in l,is h.^d. 

If the wild filly, " Pi-ogi-ess," tlmii wmildst ride, | 
Have young eompaniouB L-ver at thy side ; 
But woiddst thou stridtj the stiincb old mare, 

■■ SuccesM," 
Go willi thine elders, though they please tht'c less. 

Shun .such us louuge through afternoons and 

Anil .111 thy dial write. " 2kware of thieves ! " 

r.liin nl' iniuutes. never taught to feci 

T!ir Mnrtli nf treasures which thy fingers steal, 

Ti.k iii\ left pocket of its silver dime, 

IJiit -[larc the right, — it holds my golden time! 

Dius praise delight thee ? Choose some nHra 

A suL\' old rcciiH.', aud often tried; 
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Be its apostle, congressman, or bard, 
Spokesman or jokesman, only drive it hard ; 
But know the forfeit which thy choice abides, 
For on two wheels the jKwr reformer rides, — 
One black with epithets the anti throws, 
One white with flattery painted by the proa. 

Though books on manners ai*e not out of print, 
An honest tongue may drop a harmless hint. 

Stop not, unthinking, every friend you meet, 
To spin your wordy fabric in the street ; 
While you are emptying your colloquial pack. 
The fiend Lumbago jimips upon his back. 

Nor cloud his features with the im welcome tale 
Of how he looks, if haply thin and pale ; 
Health is a subject for his child, his wife. 
And the rude office that insures his life. 

Look in his face, to meet thy neighbor's souU 
Not on his garments, to detect a hole ; 
" How to observe " is what thy pages show. 
Pride of thy sex. Miss Harriet Martineau 1 
Oh, what a precious book the one would be 
That taught observers what they 're not to see I 

I tell in verse — 't were better done in prose — 
One curious trick that everybody knows ; 
Once form this habit, and it 's very strange 
How long it sticks, how hard it is to change. 
Two friendly people, both disposed to smile. 
Who meet, like others, every little while, 
Instead of passing with a pleasant bow, 
And "How d'ye do?" or '* How's your uncle 
now?" 
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Impollcil Ijy foplinj^'rt in their nature kind, 
lint sli:;litly wtak ami somewliat unilefined, 
Kiisli ;it ciwli other, make a sudden ^tjuid, 
l!i'i;iii ti> tiilk, exjtatiiito, and expand; 
E:ic]j liiiiks ijuite railiaitt, seems extremely struck, 
Tlirir meeting BO was siieh a piece of luck; 
Kai'li thinks tho othiM- tliiiiks lii; 's greatly pleased 
Ti) soiew the vice in whiiih they both ai^e squeezed ; 
Si tl tl V talk ' du t o n 1 o s ow, 
11 hlondt) deitl i IIjo I afrd d tu go I 

"i 1 It once 1 f i 1 1 1 „ r fire. 
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By this one mark, — he 's awkward in the face ; — 
Nature's rude impress, long before he knew 
The sunny street that holds the sifted few. 

It can't be helped, though, if we 're taken young, 
We gain some freedom of the lips and tongue ; 
But school and college often try in vain 
To break the padlock of our boyhood's chain : 
One stubborn word will prove this axiom true, — 
No quondam rustic can enunciate view. 

A few brief stanzas may be well employed 
To speak of errors we can all avoid. 

Learning condemns beyond the reach of hope 
The careless lips that speak of soap for soap ; 
Her edict exiles from her fair abode 
The clownish voice that utters r5ad for road : 
Less stem to him who calls his coat a coat. 
And steers his boat, believing it a bSat, 
She pardoned one, our classic city's boast. 
Who said at Cambridge most instead of most. 
But knit her brows and stamped her angry foot 
To hear a Teacher call a root a root. 

Once more : speak clearly, if you speak at all ; 
Carve every word before you let it fall ; 
Don't, like a lecturer or dramatic star. 
Try over-hard to roll the British R ; 
Do put your accents in the proper spot ; 
Don't, — let me beg you, — don't say " How? " for 

"What?" 
And when you stick on conversation's burs. 
Don't strew your pathway with those dreadful urs. 
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1 1 1 1 tt 1 t 1 to 1 I 

AlllljtItI jt fofc**; 1 

Tl t J f tl 1 — ] 
\\ tl pull 1) f t th pL 1. 

I ] th 1) U th — t I ill the rrst, — 

Tl 1 us tt t 11 I Ij fwkiieya 

t I 

Tl 1 n m I J t t 1 nunents, 

A It If tl 1 t g nta ; " i 

1 inwit Ittl II lense: 
Be surf ytiur t:iilor is a man nf souse ; 

But :i(Ul :i litllii fiirt-, a tk't-fiit pridu. 
Anil iihviiys vvr upuii llii; suIjit n'nk', 

Tl.ift- paira of liootft onu j.air of U-L-t ik-uiaiuU. 
If jii.li^lii'il ilaily by the owikt's liaiuls ; 
If till' .l;irk iin.'nLal'rt visit aav.: fnmi this, 
ihiw twUv tlw uiuiiber, — foi- ht' "11 Bouietiiniia 

Oiii' |i;iir fur critics of the nicer bpx, 
Chis.' ill the instep's clingiug fircuiitflt'X, 
Liiii'_'. iiiiiTow. light ; till' Gallip litint nf love, 
A hiiiil of I'i'oss Wtwceu ii linut and [;1<ivi!. 
('iiiii]i:ii't, hut easy, stiiilig. siihstaiitinl. sijuai-e, 
I,i-t iiiitivc iiH <niiti|iilt.' tin- uiwliiim paii'. 
'YUr ll(i.a veuiain^ mi,! let ymv tasteful !,kin 

1 Icii- >h(nv siiuie relies of aft'eetion still ; 

L. I u: .-titT eowhide, nH.-kinj,' from tlie tin, 
No ii.ii-h eaoiitelioiic, no defoniifd hi'ogan, 
1 )r-ui:iie lilt- taj)eriiii| outHue of your feet, 
'ilniiiL:li _\ellow torrents giii'gle tlu'ouyh the street. 
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Wear seemly gloves ; not black, nor yet too light, 
And least of all the pair that once was white ; 
Let the dead party where you told your loves 
Bury in peace its dead bouquets and gloves ; 
Shave like the goat, if so your fancy bids, 
But be a parent, — don't neglect your kids. 

Have a good hat ; the secret of your looks 
Lives with the beaver in Canadian brooks ; 
Virtue may flourish in an old cravat. 
But man and nature scorn the shocking hat. 
Does beauty slight you from her gay abodes ? 
Like bright Apollo, you must take to Rhoades^ — 
Mount the new castor, — ice itself will melt ; 
Boots, gloves, may fail ; the hat is always felt I 

Be shy of breastpins ; plain, well-ironed white, 
With small pearl buttons, — two of them in 

sight, — 
Is always genuine, while your gems may pass. 
Though real diamonds, for ignoble glass. 
But spurn those paltry Cisatlantic lies 
That round his breast the shabby rustic ties ; 
Breathe not the name profaned to hallow things 
The indignant laundress blushes when she brings I 

Our freebom race, averse to every check. 
Has tossed the yoke of Europe from its neck; 
From the green prairie to the sea-girt town. 
The whole wide nation turns its collars down. 

The stately neck is manhood's manliest part ; 
It takes the life-blood freshest from the heart. 
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AVitli sliort. ciu-leJ riii;;k'ts close aniuiid It spread, 
Hiiw li^lit iuiil strong U lifts thtf GrtTiim liciull 
TliiiKv fair Ertclitli{'ii»i of Minerra's wull ; 
Oi- tliitin, yoiuig atklctc' of thfl LomTe'fl liaU, 
Siuiioth as the piUiir f1a5limf<; In tin- sun 
Tliat tUkil the aivna wliero thy wreaths were won, 
Firm as the banrl that <}\m\m thi- iiiitlfrod %ym\ 
SlrnitiLHl in the wimliiij; aiincoiiila'ij rail 1 
I s]>;ui' the contrast \ it were only kiml 
To be a little, nay, intciistly hlind. 
Ciioost' fill' yourstlf : I know it cuts your ear r 
I know thu jxiints will snniflimt'S intfiftTt' j 
I liiir.w rliat often. Ilk.- tlir filial Jului. 
"W'hotH sk'ep sur|im«i with half his ilnijiiTy on, 
Yiiii slii.w your fi'sitiires to iht- astonislunl town 
With line side atiiuilinf; siiiil tlio other down ; — 
lint, O, my friend I my fiiviirltL' fi'llow-miva ! 
If Natiiri' irniile you on Iut nioJiTn ]>lan. 
PoiiiH'f th:m ix^andiT ttilh your wiiiilpipc bare, — 
Till' frnit of EdfH liiM'nitig in the nir, — 
AVith lli;it k-an hmd-stalk, fh:it protnulius chin, 
AVr;u' st.'iiiding eollars, WPi-e they niadi' of tin ! 
An.! li;iv,' a uMcvhith — l>y the'throat of Jove \ — 
Cut friiiii the fimuL'! of a rusty stovu! 

The lonj;-drawn Ioshdh narmws to its elose, 
tliill, .-.hndiT. slow, the dwimUed euiTout flows ; 
'iir.il I'f thf ti)>l>k'f! on its fcehlc spring, 
(tin .■ inoro tilt! Muse unfolds lier upward wings, 

l.:iii.I .if )n_v I'iHh. with this nnhallowed tongue, 
Tiiv liii|"'s, thy dangers, 1 peivliancc hiwl siuig ; 




A RHYMED LESSON 129 

But who shall sing, in brutal disregard 

Of all the essentials of the ^^ native bard *' ? 

Lake, sea, shore, prairie, forest, mountain, fall, 
His eye omnivorous must devour them all ; 
The tallest smnmits and the broadest tides 
His foot must compass with its giant strides, 
Where Ocean thimders, where Missom'i rolls. 
And tread at once the tropics and the poles ; 
His food all forms of earth, fire, water, air, 
ffis home aU space, his birthphice everywhere. 

Some grave compatriot, having seen perhaps 
The pictured page that goes in Worcester's Maps, 
And read in earnest what was said in jest, 
" Who drives fat oxen " — please to add the 

rest, — 
Sprung the odd notion that the pectus dreams 
Grow in the ratio of his hills and streams ; 
And hence insisted that the aforesaid " bard," 
Pink of the future, fancy's pattern-card. 
The babe of nature in the " giant West," 
Must be of course her biggest and her best. 

Oh I when at length the expected bard shall 
come. 
Land of our pride, to strike thine echoes dumb, 
(And many a voice exclaims in prose and rhyme, 
It 's getting late, and he 's behind his time,) 
When all thy mountains clap their hands in joy, 
And all thy cataracts thunder, " Tliat 's the boy," — 
Say if with him the reign of song shall end. 
And Heaven declare its final dividend I 



130 

Be o;i]iii, dear IjrotLer I whose imiiassioneil strain 
Conii'^ from ail alk'v wiitorod by a tiniia ; 
The little Mincin, il'iiblilins to the Po, J 

Bwit^ iill the epies* nf the lloang Ho ; I 

If lined in earnest by the tuneful maid, ' 

DoiLt iiiiud their uonaense, — never be afraid] 

The nurse at poets feeds lier winged brood 
By eiuiiinoit tiresides, uit funiilini- food ; 
In a low liamlet, by a nairow sti-eaiu, 
^VLiTt- bovine rusties used to doze ami diviiiti, 
She lilU.l young ^Villiam'e fiery fauey full. 
"Whili' "hi -Tohii Sluikespeare talked of beeves and 

Nu AljiiiU' needle, with its elituliiii,;; sjiire. 
Brings d<.\vu fur lui.ital^ the Pr(«nclhe:iii fire. 
If eareless nature have foi-got to fi-.miu 
An iiltar worthy of the saered flaim-. 

Uulilfst by any nave tlie goatherd's lines, i 

Ml lilt IMane i-ose soaring thi-ough his " sea of pines ; " 
Iti vain the rivers from iheir iee-eavea flash j 
No hyjuii salutes them but tlie Itanz des Vaehea, 
Till l:i/,y Coleridge, by the morning's light, 
f iazcil for a moment on the fields of wluto, 
.\iul lo ! the glaeiers found at length a tongiie, 
Jlniii lllane was vocal, and Ouunouui snug! 

Oliihlren of wealth or want, to eaeh is given 
Oiii' -.jvit of green, and all the blue of heaven I 
Kniiii^li if these their outward shows impart ; 
Till' ii>t is tliine, — the seeuery of the heart. 
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If passdon^s hectic in thy stanzas glow. 
Thy hearths best life-blood ebbing as they flow ; 
If with thy verse thy strength and bloom distil. 
Drained by the pulses of the fevered thrill ; 
If sound's sweet effluence polarize thy brain. 
And thoughts turn crystals in thy fluid strain,— 
Nor rolling ocean, nor the prairie's bloom. 
Nor streaming cliffs, nor rayless cavern's gloom, 
Need'st thou, young poet, to inform thy line ; 
Thy own broad signet stamps thy song divine ! 

Let others gaze where silvery streams are rolled, 
And chase the rainbow for its cup of gold ; 
To thee all landscapes wear a heavenly dye, 
Changed in the glance of thy prismatic eye ; 
Nature evoked thee in sublimer throes. 
For thee her inmost Arethusa flows, — 
The mighty mother's living depths are stirred, — 
Thou art the starred Osiris of the herd I 

A few brief lines ; they touch on solemn chords. 
And hearts may leap to hear their honest words ; 
Yet, ere the jarring bugle-blast is blowTi, 
The softer lyre shall breathe its soothing tone. 

New England ! proudly may thy children claim 
Their honored birthright by its hmnblest name 1 
Cold are thy sides, but, ever fresh and clear, 
No rank malaria stains thine atmosphere ; 
No fimgous weeds invade thy scanty soil. 
Scarred by the ploughshares of unslumbering toiL 
Long may the doctrines by thy sages taught. 
Raised from the quarries where their sires have 
wrought. 
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Be lilio the granite of thy rock-rililicil land, — 
As shiw to rear, as obdurate to stand ; 
Ami iw the Ice tliat leaves tliy urywtiil mine 
Cliill-. tlic fierce alcohul in the Creole's wine. 
So m:iy the doctrines of tliy sober Fwbool 
Keep the liot Uieoriea of tiiy neighbors eool ! 

If rver. trampling on her aneieut path, 
CiinliiTui] by treachery or iiifiiiined by wrath, 
^A'itli smooth " Kesolves " or with (lisconUnt criea, 
Tlic iiui.l Itmrena of disniiion ri'W, 
Chii'f-; (if Xew England ! by your sires' renown, 
Dasli the iinl tort-lies of the rebel down I 
FIihhI hU bliiek Iiearthstow till its Hamen expire, 
Thoiigb your oJd Snchi'iii liuiut-d liis uouni'il-firo ! 

Ihit if at last, her fading eyole run. 
The (niii^iw mtiKt forfeit what the arm has won, 
Then rise, wild Oeeitii \ vnll thy «iirg;in;;r shock 
Full nri old l'l)^llnnl!l^ ilr^rnutMl rrn.K- ! 
Sealn l!ie proud kIi:^!! ,1, ::- unal- lian.U have bewn. 
■\Vbrr,' bleeding Valor .-tai,i.-d ll.Mluwers .>f .Timel 
S\v.'r]> ill ime tide her spircn and turrets liowu, 
And li..«l her dirge above Monndnock's crownl 

].i-.| nut the tale; the I'i!grini"s hallowed shoi-e, 
'riiiiiiMli stremi ivitli weeds, in granite at the core ; 
< 111. larlii'r tnist that He who made lier free 
Will )i...p lier trne as long as faith shall be ! 

I'ari'well! yet lingering throngli the destined 
l.mr. 
I.I a\r. -wilt Kiii-h;nilri's-i, one memorial flower I 
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An Angel, floating o*er the waste of snow 
That clad our Western desert, long ago, 
(The same fair spirit who, unseen by day. 
Shone as a star along the Mayflower's way,) •— 
Sent, the first herald of the Heavenly plan. 
To choose on earth a resting-place for man, — 
Tired with his flight along the unvaried field. 
Turned to soar upwards, when his glance revealed 
A calm, bright bay enclosed in rocky bounds. 
And at its entrance stood three sister mounds. 

The Angel spake : *^ This threefold hill shall be 
The home of Arts, the nurse of Liberty I 
One stately summit from its shaft shall pour 
Its deep-red blaze along the darkened shore ; 
Emblem of thoughts that, kindKng far and wide. 
In danger's night shall be a nation's guide. 
One swelling crest the citadel shall crown. 
Its slanted bastions black with battle's frown. 
And bid the sons that tread its scowling heights 
Bare their strong arms for man and aU Ms rights I 
One silent steep along the northern wave 
Shall hold the patriarch's and the hero's grave ; 
When fades the torch, when o'er the peaceful scene 
The embattled fortress snules in Uving green. 
The cross of Faith, the anchor staff of Hope, 
Shall stand eternal on its grassy slope ; 
There through all time shall faithful Memory tell, 
* Here Virtue toiled, and Patriot Valor fell ; 
Thy free, proud fathers slimiber at thy side ; 
Live as they lived, or perish as they died 1 ' " 
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(teepsichore) 
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Read at tUo Annual Knner of lie Plii Beta Kappa Stx'ioty, at 
Caoibriilge, August 'M, 18^3. 

Ix narrowL'st girdle, O reluctant Muse, 
In ("losfst frcM.'k ami CindenJla sIioi-m. 
Boiiiul tu till- foot-Iip'hts for thy brii'f display, 1 
Oin? zi'iiliyi- atL-p, und then dissolve awiiyl 



Short is the B]iace that gods and mpn can fiais 

To Song's twill brother wLin sliu is not tht-i'e.J 

Lit iitliois water uvt-ry lusty line. 

As Jiiimer's heroes did thfir imi']ilo wine ; 

Piei'iun revellers ! Know ill xtmins like these a 

The native juici', the ival honest B(|Upeze, — 

Strniiis that, diluted to the tweiitietli power. 

In yon grave temjile niiglit h;tvH filled an hour. 

Smiill imnn fur Faiiey's many-eiiorded lyre, 

l-.li' ^Vit's bright lockets with their trains of fire, 

Vi>v Pathos, struggling vainly to surpriae 

Thi' iron tutor's teur-denyin;; eyes, 

Inr Mirth, whose fmgv-r with delusive wile 

Tmii-; the grim key of many u rusty smile, 

I'lir Sutire, eniptviujj; his ctirrosive flood 

Ou hissing Folly's ga>K-xhaling hrood. 

Til" pun, the fun, the moral, and the joke, 

The liit, the thrust, the pugilistic puke, — 
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Small space for these, so pressed by niggard Time, 
Like that false matron, known to nursery rhyme, ^- 
Insidions Morey, — scarce her tale begun, 
Ere listening infants weep the story done. 

Oh, had we room to rip the mighty bags 

That Time, the harlequin, has stuffed with rags t 

Grrant us one moment to unloose the strings, 

While the old graybeard shuts his leather wings. 

But what a heap of motley trash appears 

Crammed in the bundles of successive years I 

As the lost rustic on some festal day 

Stares through the concourse in its vast array, -^ 

Where in one cake a throng of faces runs, 

All stuck together like a sheet of buns, — 

And throws the bait of some imheeded name. 

Or shoots a wink with most uncertain aim. 

So roams my vision, wandering over all. 

And strives to choose^ but knows not where to falL 

Skins of flayed authors, husks of dead reviews, 
The turn-coat's clothes, the office-seeker's shoes. 
Scraps from cold feasts, where conversation runs 
Through mouldy toasts to oxidated pims. 
And grating songs a listening crowd endures, 
Basped from the throats of bellowing amateurs ; 
Sermons, whose writers played such dangerous tricks 
Their own heresiarchs called them heretics, 
(Strange tliat one term such distant poles should 

link, 
The Priestleyan's copper and the Puseyan's zinc) ; 
Poems that shuffle with superfluous legs 
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A liliudfuM minuet over atlillfd egga, 

AVheiL' :iil tho syUables tliat end in bd. 

Like old di'afjoons, havt cuts across tlie head ; 

Kssuys so diirk Chain poll ion might despair 

To guess what mummy o£ a thought was tliere, 

Whfre our poor English, stripi:d with foreign 

]>!u-ase, 
Loiilis like a zehra in a parson's chaise ; 
Locluvcs that cut our diimers down to roots, 
Oi- prove (by monkeys) meu shoiJd stick to 

fruits, — 
Delusive enor, as at trifling charge 
Professor Gripes will certify at large ; 
Mfsnu'ric pamplUets, whieh to facts appeal, 
Eafh f;iet as slippery as a fresh-caught eel; 
Auil figured heads, wlio.te hicniglyphs invite 
To waiulcring knares that discount fools at sight : 
Su^'li lhing?i as these, with heaps of unpaid bills, 
Ami candy puffs and hoiua'o]>athie pills. 
And ani'icut bi-U-crowns with contracted rim. 
And l"iiinets hideous with expanded hrim, 
And C'wts whoso memory turns the sartor pale, 
Thfir sequels tapering like a lizard's tail, — 
IIiiw mi^ht we spread them to the smCing day. 
Anil toss thera, tluttering like the new-mown hay, 
To liiiii^htcr's light or sorrow's jiityiiig shower, 
\\\rL- these brief minutes lengthened to an hour. 

Tlii> narrow moments fit like Sunday shoes, — 
liuw va-it the heap, how quickly miLst we choose I 
A lew Mii:ill si-raps from out his mountain mass 
Wc sDutih in haste, ami let the vagrant pass. 
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This shrunken cbust that Cerberus could not bite, 
Stamped (in one comer) "Pickwick copyrighV 
Kneaded by youngsters, raised by flattery's yeast, 
Was once a loaf, and helped to make a feast. 
He for whose sake the glittering show appears 
Has sown the world with laughter and with tears. 
And they whose welcome wets the bumper's brim 
Have wit and wisdom, — for they all quote binu 
So, many a tongue the evening hour prolongs 
With Spangled speeches, — let alone the songs ; 
Statesmen grow merry, lean attorneys laugh, 
And weak teetotals warm to half and half, 
And beardless TuUys, new to festive scenes. 
Cut their first crop of youth's precocious greens. 
And wits stand ready for impromptu claps, 
With loaded barrels and percussion caps. 
And Pathos, cantering through the minor keys. 
Waves all her onions to the trembling breeze ; 
While the great Feasted views with silent glee 
His scattered limbs in Yankee fricassee. 

Sweet is the scene where genial friendship plays 
The pleasing game of interchanging praise. 
Self-love, grimalkin of the human heart, 
Is ever pliant to the master's art ; 
Soothed with a word, she peacefully withdraws 
And sheathes in velvet her obnoxious claws. 
And thrills the hand that smooths her glossy fur 
With the light tremor of her grateful purr. 

But what sad music fills the quiet hall, 
If on her back a feline rival fall ! 



wmm. 
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And oh. nliat noises shake the tranquil house 
If ohl ;~>elf-interest cJicats her of a muuse 1 

Thon, O my countiy, Last thy foolish ways, 

Too ajit to jiuiT at every sti-auger's ])i-msL' ; 

But it the stranger touL-h thy modes or laws, 

Off •;oi.'S tile veh-et and out come thg clawa! 

Ami thou. Illustrious! hut too poorly paid 

In foast-i from Pit-kn-ick for thy great crasade, 

Tlionf;Ii, while the eclifws labored with thy namei 

The ijuljlif trap denied thy little game. 

Let otht-r lips our jealous laws revile, — 

TliL' luarbhi Talfourd or the nide Carlyle, — 

But (111 lliv lids whifh Heaven forbids to close 

Whciv-,.r'tlR- li-ht of kindly natiu'f ghms, 

Lft iiui ihf dollars that a elan-l denies 

'Wi'ij;]] like the shillings on a dead mail's eyes! 

Or, if thnu wilt, be more disere-etly bliiul, 

Isoi" ask to see all wide extrenieg eombiued. 

Not in our wastes the dainty blossoms smile | 

That ej-owd the gaiilens of thy scanty isle. 

There wbiti.'-chefked Luxury weaves a thousand 

charm.i ; 
Ili'ie sun-browned Lnhor swinf^ his naked arms. 
I.iiml; are the furrows he must ti'aee between 
Tlif in-e:m's a^ure and the prairie's green j 
Full many a blank his destined reahn displays, 
y.t .-ri;s the promise of his riper days : 
F:ir liinmgh yon depths the panting engine moves, 
]li-i ihariots ringing in their steel-sliod gi'oovesj 
Aiid ilrir's naiad Wings her diamond wave 
0\r ilu' wild sea-nymph in her distant eavel 
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Wliile tasks like these employ liis anxious hours, 
What if his cornfields are not edged with flowers ? 
Though bright as sUver the meridian beams 
Shine through the crystal of thine English streams. 
Turbid and dark the mighty wave is whirled 
That drains our Andes and divides a world I 

But lo I a PARCHMENT ! Surely it would seem 

The sculptured impress speaks of power supreme ; 

Some grave design the solemn page must claim 

That shows so broadly an emblazoned name. 

A sovereign's promise I Look, the lines afford 

All Honor gives when Caution asks his word : 

There sacred Faith has laid her snow-white hands. 

And awful Justice knit her iron bands ; 

Yet every leaf is stained with treachery's dye. 

And every letter crusted with a lie. 

Alas I no treason has degraded yet 

The Arab's salt, the Indian's calumet ; 

A simple rite, that bears the wanderer's pledge. 

Blunts the keen shaft and turns the dagger's edge ; 

While jockeying senates stop to sign and seal, 

And freebom statesmen legislate to steal. 

Bise, Europe, tottering with thine Atlas load, 

Turn thy proud eye to Freedom's blest abode, 

And round her forehead, wreathed with heavenly 

flame. 
Bind the dark garland of her daughter's shame ! 
Ye ocean clouds, that wrap the angry blast. 
Coil her stained ensign round its haughty mast, 
Or tear the fold that wears so f oid a scar, 
And drive a bolt through every blackened star I 
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Ojkc- iimrc. — onee only, — we must stop 



« 



Wliiit Iiiive we here? A German-si l\'er spoon; 
A cheap tttensil, whii'h we often see 
Usi'il by tlie daLblei-s in Ksthetie tea, 
Of sleiidi'v faiiric, Bomewhat liglit and thin, 
Made of mixed metal, cliiefly lead and tin j 
Tho liowl is shallow, anil tbe Lauille amall, 
Mmbed in lai-ge lettei's with the name Jean Pauu 
yiiiall as it is, its powers are passing strange, 
For all who use it show a wiindroua change ; 
Aii'l first, a fatt to make the barhers stare, 
It beats Macassar for the gi'owth of liaii". 
8of those small youngsters whose exjmnsiw ears 
Maternal kindness graced with frcquvnt shears ; 
Each bristling crop a dangling mass luromes, 
And all the spoonieD turn to Absalonis ! 
Nor this alone its maRie power dispkya. 
It iilters strangely all their works and ways ; 
With nncouth words they tire tlirir tender lungs, 
Tilt; same bald phi'aaea on their hundivd tongues : 
'• Ever'" " The Ages " in their page a]ipeai-, 
" j^hvay " the bedlamite is called a '• Seer ; " 
On every leaf the '• earliest " sage may scan, 
I'urtiiitoiis bore ! their " many-sided " man, — 
A M t:ik eclectic, giojiing v:igiic and dim, 
A\'liose every angle is a Iialf-atarved whim, 
llliiicl as a mole and eni'ious as a lynx, 
^\^h. rides a beetle, which he calls a '■ Sphinx." 
And oil, what tjuestious asked in clubfoot 

Of I'aiih the tongneless and the deaf-mute Timel 
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Here babbling ^' Insight " shouts in Nature^s ears 
His last conundrum on the orbs and spheres ; 
There Self -inspection sucks its little thumb, 
With " Whence am I ? " and " Wherefore did 1 

come ? *' 
Deluded infants t will they ever know 
Some doubts must darken o'er the world bdow. 
Though all the Platos of the nursery trail 
Their " clouds of glory " at the go-cart's tail ? 
Oh might these couplets their attention claim 
That gain their author the Philistine's name I 
(A stubborn race, that, spuming foreign law, 
Was much belabored with an ass^s jaw.) 

Melodious Laura! From the sad retreats 

That hold thee, smothered with excess of sweets, 

Shade 3f a shadow, spectre of a dream. 

Glance thy wan eye across the Stygian stream I 

The slipshod dreamer treads thy fragrant halls. 

The sophist's cobwebs hang thy roseate walls. 

And o'er the crotchets of thy jingling tunes 

The bard of mystery scrawls his crooked " runes,'* 

Yes, thou art gone, with all the tunefid hordes 

That candied thoughts in amber-colored words. 

And in the precincts of thy late abodes 

The clattering verse-wright liammers Orphic odes. 

Thou, soft as zephyr, wast content to fly 

On the gilt pinions of a balmy sigh ; 

He, vast as Phoebus on his burning wheels. 

Would stride through ether at Orion's heels. 

Thy emblem, Laura, was a perfume-jar. 

And thine, young Orpheus, is a pewter star. 
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Tlit^ balance trembles, — be its verdict told 
AA'lieii the new jargon slumbers with the old! 



Cease, ]>layfiJ goddess ! From thine airy bound 
1 )ro}) like a feather softly to the ground ; 
This light bolero grows a ticklish dance, 
And there is mischief in thy kindling glance. 
T(^-morrow bids tliee, with rebuking frowTi, 
Change thy gauze tunic for a home-made gown, 
Too IJest by fortune if the passing day 
A(h)rn tliy bosom with its frail bouquet, 
l>ut oh, still happier if the next forgets 
Thy daring stc2)s and dangerous pirouettes I 
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THE MORNING VISIT 

A SICK man's chamber, though it often boast 
The grateful presence of a literal toast, 
CSan hardly claim, amidst its various wealth, 
The right unchallenged to propose a health ; 
Yet though its tenant is denied the feast. 
Friendship must launch his sentiment at least, 
As prisoned damsels, locked from lovers' lips, 
Toss them a kiss from ofiE their fingers' tips. 

The morning visit, — not till sickness falls 
In the charmed circles of your own safe walls ; 
Till fever's throb and pain's relentless rack 
Stretch you all helpless on your aching back ; 
Not till you play the patient in your turn. 
The morning visit^s mystery shall you learn. 

TT is a small matter in your neighbor's case, '^ 
To charge your fee for showing him your face ; 
Yon skip up-stairs, inquire, inspect, and touch. 
Prescribe, take leave, and ofiE to twenty such. 

But when at length, by fate's transferred decree, 
The visitor becomes the visitee, 
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Oil. tlif n, indeetl, it piJls another string ; 

Your ox is t;ored, anil that "a a differeut tliingi 

Your fiiend la sick : pUeginatip as a Turk, 

You wi itc your recipe and let it work ; 

Not jimrs to stand llie shiver and the frown. 

And .sometimes worse, with which j'our tlranglit 

goes down. 
Calm as a clock your knowing hand dii-ects, 
Jihei,jajapw ana grnua sex. 
Or fiai'es on some tender missive's bach, 
Scrupiilos duos pu?reyis ipi'tnc; 
And li'aves your patient to Iiis qualms and gripes, 
Oxd .'IS a siHjrtsman banging at his snipes. 
lint cliango the tiinn, tlii! pi-isoii, and llie place. 
And lie TiOHi-stlf "tliR interesting case," 
You'll gain some knowledge whieL it's well to 

loarn ; 
In future praetire it may serve your turn. 
Ijt'ivhes. for instance. — pleasing eii'Ntnn's ipiite ; 
Try tliem. — and bless you, — don't you find tliey 

bite ? 
You raisr a blister for the sinalli'st rause, 
But br yourself the sitter wlioiii it draws, 
And tiller my statement, yon will not deny 
Till- wiii^^t of di-anghtsmen is your Spanish flyl 
It 's iiiij^hty easy ordering when you please, 
Jiifi'/^i sntntp rnpiat tturias Iren ; 
It -i mighty different when yon quackle down 
^'.mr nwn three ounees of the liquid brown. 
J':''J". jiiilris,- — jileasant words enough, 
\Mi. ri .illii'r thi»ats receive the shocking stuff; 
lint nil, what flatteiy can disguise the groan 
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That meets the gulp which sends it through your 

own I 
Be gentle, then, though Art's unsparing rules 
Grive yon the handling of her sharpest tools ; 
Use them not rashly, — sickness is enough ; 
Be always " ready," but be never " rough," 

Of all the ills that suffering man endures. 
The largest fraction liberal Nature cures ; 
Of those remaining, 't is the smallest part 
Yields to the efforts of judicious Art ; 
Bat simple Kindness^ kneeling by the bed 
To shift the pillow for the sick man's head. 
Give the fresh draught to cool the lips that bum. 
Fan the hot brow, the weary frame to turn, — 
£indne8Si untutored by our grave M. D.'s, 
But Nature's graduate, when she schools to please. 
Wins back more sufferers with her voice and smile 
Than all the tnunpery in the druggist's pile. 

Once more, be quiet : coming up the stair, 
Don't be a plantigrade, a human bear. 
But, stealing softly on the silent toe, 
Reach the sick chamber ere you 're heard below. 
Whatever changes there may greet your eyes. 
Let not your looks proclaim the least surprise ; 
It 's not your business by your face to show 
All that your patient does not want to know ; 
Nay, use your optics with considerate care. 
And don't abuse your privilege to stare. 
But if your eyes may i)robe him overuiueh. 
Beware still further how you rudely touch ; 
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Don't elutcli his carpus in your icy fist, 

1)1 it wai'iii your fingers ere you take the wrist. 

If the poor victim needs must be percussed, 

Don't make an an^^l of his aching bust; 

(Doctors exist within a hundred miles 

A\ ho thump a thorax as they 'd hammer piles;) 

If you must listen to his doubtful chest, 

Catch the essentials, and ignore the rest. 

Spa re him ; the sufferer wants of you and art 

A track to steer by, not a finished chart. 

So of your cpiestions : don't in mercy try 

To ]uunp your patient absolutely dry; 

1 If s not a molhisk squirming in a dish. 

You 're not Agassiz, and he 's not a fish. 

And last, not least, in each perplexing case, 

l^carn the sweet magic of a cJicc r fid face ; 

^nt always smiling, but at least serene, 

A\ lien i^rief and anjiiiish cloud the anxious scene. 

Each look, each movement, everv word and tone. 

Should tell your patient you are all his o\vti ; 

Not the mere artist, purchased to attend, 

r>ut the warm, ready, self-forg(^ttiiig friend, 

A\ hose lienial yisit in itself combines 

1 he lie.st of cordials, tonics, anodynes. 

Sncli is tln^ visit that from day to day 

^H.mU o'er my chamber its benignant ray. 

I 'jiNf his health, who never eared to claim 

1 In lt:il»l>lin'4' honiai^'c fiwMii the tongue of Fame; 

I iiiiio\.'(l l)y ]»i"aise, he stands by all confest, 

'i li«' tiin>t, noblest, wisest, kindest, best. 

J -4','. 
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THE TWO ARMIES 

As Lifers unending column pours, 
Two marslialled hosts are seen, -^ 

Two armies on the trampled shores 
That Death flows black between. 

One marches to the drum-beat's roll. 
The wide-mouthed clarion's bray, 

And bears upon a crimson scroll, 
" Our glory is to slay." 

One moves in silence by the stream. 

With sad, yet watchful eyes. 
Calm as the patient planet's gleam 

That walks the clouded skies. 

Along its front no sabres shine, 

No blood-red pennons wave ; 
Its banner bears the single line, 

** Our duty is to save." 

For those no death-bed's lingering shade; 

At Honor's trumpet-call, 
With knitted brow and lifted blade 

In Glory's arms they falL 

For these no clashing falchions bright. 

No stirring battle-cry ; 
The bloodless stabber calls by night, — 

Each answers, ^' Here am 1 1 " 
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For those the sculptor's laurelled bust, 

The builder's marble piles, 
The anthems pealing o'er their dust 

Through long cathedral aisles. 

FoT- these the blossom-sprinlded turf 

That floods the lonely graves 
AMien Spring rolls in her sea-green surf 

In flowery-foaming waves. 

Two j)aths lead upward from below, 

And angels wait above, 
AMio count each burning life-drop's flow, 

Each falling tear of Love. 

Tliou^h from the Hero's bleedin*; breast 

I ler pulses Freedom drew, 
Tliough the white lilies in her crest 

Si)rang from tliat scarlet dew, — 

Wliile Valor's haughty champions wait 

Till all their scars arc shown, 
L()V(^ walks unchallenged through the gate, 

To sit beside the Throne I 



tiip: sTF/rnoscoPE song 

A I'KOKKSSIONAL 15 ALL AD 

Tin.KK was a young man in Hoston to\Mi, 
lie l)onL;]it liiiii a stcthosco})c nice and new. 

All iiK muted and JinislK'<l and polished down, 
A\'ltli an ivory caj) and a sto])])er Uu). 
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It happened a spider within did crawl, 
And spun him a web of ample size, 

Wherein there chanced one day to fall 
A couple of very imprudent flies. 

The first was a bottle-fly, big and blue, 

The second was smaller, and thin and long; 

So there was a concert between the two. 
Like an octave flute and a tavern gong. 

Now being from Paris but recently. 

This fine young man would show his skill; 

And so they gave him, his hand to try, 
A hospital patient extremely ilL 

Some said that his liver was short of hile^ 
And some that his heart was over size. 

While some kept arguing, all the while. 

He was crammed with tubercles up to his eyes. 

This fine young man then up stepped he. 
And all the doctors made a pause ; 

Said he. The man must die, you see. 
By the fifty-seventh of Louis's laws. 

But since the case is a desperate one. 
To explore his chest it may be well ; 

For if he should die and it were not done. 
You know the autopsy would not telL 

Then out his stethoscope he took. 
And on it placed his ciuious ear ; 
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Jinn Dieit ! said he, with a knowing look, 
A\'hy, here is a sound that 's mighty queer I 

Tlir l)0\irdonnement is very clear, — 

Amphoric hitzzuHj^ as 1 'm alive! 
Five doctors took their turn to hear ; 

AriipJtorlc huzzlng^ said all the five. 

There \s cjnpi/ema beyond a doubt ; 

^\'e '11 plunge a trocar in his side. 
The diagnosis was made out, — 

Tliey ta})ped the patient; so he died. 

N<»w such as hate new-fashioned toys 

JHL^aii to look extremely glum ; 
They said that rdftlcH were made for boys, 

And vowed that his huzzuKj was aD a hum. 

Tlirre was an old lady had long been sick, 
And what was the matter none did know: 

llcr pulse was slow, tliounh her tongue was quick; 
Yo her this knowinii' youth must 5:0. 

Sn iliere tlui nice ol<l lady sat, 

\\ itii ])liials and boxes all in a row; 

Slif ;i^ki'd the voiuiLi' doctor what he was at, 
iO thump h« r anil tumble her ruffles so. 

^smu. \\li('n the strthoscope came out, 
1 lir Hits began to buzz and whiz: 

(Ml Im! the matter is clear, 110 doubt; 
\\i '(/n ui-Lsin there plainly is. 
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The hruit de rdpe and the bruit de scie 
And the bruit de diable are all combined; 

How happy Bouillaud would be, 
If he a case like this could find I 

Now, when the neighboring doctors found 

A case so rare had been descried. 
They every day her ribs did pound 

In squads of twenty ; so she died. 

Then six young damsels, slight and frail, 
Received this kind young doctor's cares ; 

They all were getting slim and pale, 
And short of breath on mounting stairs* 

They all made rhymes with " sighs " and " skies,** 
And loathed their puddings and buttered rolls, 

And dieted, much to their friends' surprise, 
On pickles and pencils and chalk and coals. 

So fast their little hearts did bound, 

The frightened insects buzzed the more ; 

So over all their chests he found 
The rale sifflant and the rale sonore. 

He shook his head. There 's grave disease, — 

I greatly fear you all must die ; 
A slight post-^mortem^ if you please, 

Surviving friends would gratify. 

The six yoimg damsels wept aloud. 
Which so prevailed on six young men 
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That eacli liis honest love avowed, 
Whereat they all got well again. 

This })oor young man was all aghast ; 

The price of stethoscopes came down ; 
And so he was reduced at last 

To practise in a country town. 

The doctors being very sore, 

A stethoscope they did devise 
That liad a rammer to clear the bore. 

With a knob at the end to kill the flies. 

Now use vour ears, all you that can. 
But don't forget to mind your eyes. 

Or you may be cheated, like this young man^ 
By a couple of silly, abnormal flies. 



EXTRACTS FROM A MEDICAL POEM 

THE STABILITY OF SCIENCE 

The feeble sea-l)irds, blinded in the storms. 
On sonii* tall lighthouse dash their little forms, 
And tlie rude granite scatters fur their pains 
llinx' small dr]K)sits that were meant for brains. 
^ I t tlu' ])r()ud fabric in the morning's sun 
S!;iiii]s ail iinconsrious of the mischief done ; 
St.il I lit' red Ik -aeon ])()urs its evening rays 
l<n- tlic lost j)ilot with as full a blaze, — 
Ts.iv, shines, all radiance, o'er the seatt<Ted fleet 
Ot irulLs and boobies brainless at its feet. 
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I tell their fate, though courtesy disclaims 
To call our kind by such ungentle names ; 
Yet, if your rashness bid you vainly dare, 
Think of their doom, ye simple, and beware I 

See where aloft its hoary forehead rears 
The towering pride of twice a thousand yearsi 
Far, &r below the vast incumbent pile 
Sleeps the gray rock from art's ^gean isle 
Its massive courses, circling as they rise, 
Swell from the waves to mingle with the skies ; 
There every quarry lends its marble spoil. 
And clustering ages blend their common toil ; 
The Grreek, the Roman, reared its ancient walls, 
The silent Arab arched its mystic halls ; 
In that fair niche, by countless billows laved, 
Trace the deep lines that Sydenham engraved ; 
On yon broad front that breasts the changing 

sweU, 
Mark where the ponderous sledge of Hunter fell ; 
By that square buttress look where Louis stands. 
The stone yet warm from his uplifted hands ; 
And say, O Science, shall thy life-blood freeze. 
When fluttering folly flaps on walls like these ? 

A POKTRArr 

Thoughtful in youth, but not austere in age ; 
Calm, but not cold, and cheerful though a sage ; 
Too true to flatter and too kind to sneer. 
And only just when seemingly severe ; 
So gently blending courtesy and art 
That wisdom's lips seemed borrowing friendship's 
heart. 



umimm 



15i 

Tau^^ht by the sorrows that his age had known 
III others' trials to fui^t his own. 
As hour by hour hia lengthened day declined, 
A swt'eter radiance lingi-red o'ei- hia mind. 
Cohl were the lips that spoke his caily pntiso, 
Anil Iniahed the voices of his moraiiig days, 
Yft the same ai.-ceut'i dwelt on every tongiie, 
Aiid love renewing kept him ever young. 



'O /3ios ppaxot, — life is hut a song ; 

" re'yt'i; flaxp^ art 13 WOlldrOllS loUg J 



4 



Yet to the wisH her paths itro evui 

And I'atieuce smiles, thoiij>;h GeuiuH may de- 

spjLir. 
Givi.' US but knowledge, though by shnv ilcgrees, 
And lileiid our toil ivith mouieiits bright as these ; 
Let Fi'icmlship'a aeeeuts cheer our doubtful way. 
And Love's pun? planet lend its guiding i-ay, — 
Our tardy Art shall wear an angel's wings. 
And life shall lenythen with the joy it bringsl 



I HOLD a letter in my hand, — 

A flattering Iett«r, more 'a the pity, — 

By some contriving junto planned. 
And signed j>er order of Committee. 
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It tonohes every tenderest spot, — 

My patriotic predilections. 
My well-known — something — don't ask wliat,-»> 

My poor old songs, my kind affections. 

They make a feast on Thursday next, 

And hope to make the f casters merry ; 
They own they 're something more perplexed 

For poets than for port and sherry. 
They want the men of — (word torn out) ; 

Our friends will come with anxious faces, 
(To see our blankets off, no doubt. 

And trot us out and show our paces.) 

They hint that papers by the score 

Ze rather mL^ kind of rations,- 
They don't exactly mean a bore. 

But only trjring to the patience ; 
That such as — you know who I mean ^ 

Distinguished for their — what d' ye call 'em- 
Should bring the dews of Hippocrene 

To sprinkle on the faces solemn. 

— The same old story : that 's the chaff 

To catch the birds that sing the ditties; 
Upon my soul, it makes me laugh 

To read these letters from Committees I 
They 're all so loving and so fair, — 

All for your sake such kind compunction ; 
*T would save your carriage half its wear 

To touch its wheels with such an unction I 
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AVliv, who am I, to lift me here 

And bog such learned iolk to listen, 
To ask a smile, or coax a tear 

1 )eiioath these stoic lids to glisten ? 
As wt41 might some arterial thread 

Ask the whole frame to feel it gushing, 
"Willie throbbing fierce from heel to head 

The vast aortic tide was rusliing. 

As well some hair-like nerve might strain 

To set its special streamlet going, 
AVliIle through the myriad-channelled brain 

The burning flood of thought was flowing ; 
Or trembling fibre strive to keep 

The s})ringing haunches gathered shorter, 
A\ liile the scoui'ged racer, leap on leap, 

A\ as stretching through the last hot quarter 1 

All me ! you take the bud that came 

Self-sowTi in your poor garden's borders, 
And hand it to the stately dame 

That ilorists breed for, all she orders. 
A//r (ha)iks yov, — it vas kindly incant^ — 

(.1 pdJe affair^ not worth the kcejy'nig^^ — 
G<,()<1 iiinnt'nirj ; and your bud is sent 

To join the tea-leaves used for sweeping, 

Ni't always so, kind hearts and true, — 
]"•»!• siiL-li I know are round me beating; 

I- 'i(.t the bud I offer you, 

l'rL>h irathered for the hour of meeting, 
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Pale thongli its outer leaves may be, 
Bose-red in all its inner petals? — 

Where the warm life we cannot see — 
The life of love that gave it — settles. 

We meet from regions far away, 

like rills from distant mountains streaming ; 
The sun is on Francisco's bay. 

O'er Chesapeake the lighthouse gleaming; 
While summer girds the still bayou 

In chains of bloom, her bridal token, 
Monadnock sees the sky grow blue, 

His crystal bracelet yet unbroken* 

Yet Nature bears the selfsame heart 

Beneath her russet-mantled bosom 
As where, with burning lips apart. 

She breathes and white magnolias blossom; 
The selfsame founts her chalice fill 

With showery simlight running over, 
On fiery plain and frozen hill. 

On myrtle-beds and fields of clover, 

I give you Home I its crossing lines 

United in one golden suture. 
And showing every day that shines 

The present growing to the future, — 
A flag that bears a hundred stars 

In one bright ring, with love for centre, 
Fenced round with white and crimson bars 

No prowling treason dares to enter I 
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O lirotlicrs, home may be a woni 

To make affection's living treasure, 
T]ie wave an angel might hare stirred, 

A stagnant pool of selfish jJeasurc ; 
Home ! It is where the day-star springs' 

And where the evening aim reposes, 
Wheiii'iir the eagle spreads his wings, 

From northeni pines to soutliiTn roses 1 



A SENTIMENT 

A TRIPLE health to Friondwhip. Seiviiee, Art, 
Prom heads and hands that ouit a coniiuuii lieartl 
K-ivh in it« turn thu others' ■willing slave, 
Eai'h in its season strong to heal and suvo. 

Friendship's hiiud service, ill the hour of need, 
M'i]i('s the pale face, and lets the victim Lleod. 
Science must stop to reason and explain ; 
AitT claps Iiis iiuger on the streaming vein. 

But Ai-t's hrii'f memory fails the hand at last [ 

Tli.'ii StiKNtE lifts the fiiimlteau of the past. 
AVIii'ii huth their eqnal impotence deplore, 
"VVIu'ii Learning sighs, and Skill csui do no more. 
Till' t.'ar of Fiitv:KDSlllP pours its heavenly baLn, 
.\)u\ -iiintlies the jKing uo auodjTie may calm I 

iljy 1, IS55. 
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RIP VAN WINKLE, M. D. 

AH AFTEB-DINNEB PRESCBIFnON TAKEN BY THE MAS- 
aAGHUSEXTS MEDICAL SOCIETY, AT THKTK MEETIXa 
HELD MAY 25, 1870 

CANTO FIRST 

Old Eip Van Winkle had a grandson, Eip» 
Of tbe paternal block a genuine chip, — 
A lazy, sleepy, curious kind of chap ; 
He, like his grandsire, took a mighty nap. 
Whereof the story I propose to tell 
In two brief cantos, if you listen welL 

The times were hard when Rip to manhood grew; 
They always will be when there 's work to do. 
He tried at farming, — found it rather slow, — 
And then at teaching — what he did n't know; 
Then took to hanging round the tavern bars. 
To frequent toddies and long-nine cigars, 
Till Dame Van Winkle, out of patience, vexed 
With preaching homilies, having for their text 
A mop, a broomstick, aught that might avail 
To point a moral or adorn a tale. 
Exclaimed, " I have it 1 Now, then, Mr. V. I 
He 's good for something^ — make him an M. D. I " 

The die was cast ; the youngster was content ; 
They packed his shirts and stockings, and he went. 
How hard he studied it were vain to tell ; 
He drowsed through Wistar, nodded over Bell, 
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RJopt .'•minil with Cooper, snored aloiitl on Good; 
Hoard litapsof lectures, — doubtless andisrstood,— 
A constant listener, for he did not fail 
To carve his najae on every bench and rail. 

Jloiiths grew to years ; at last he counted three, 
And liip Van "Wiuklu found himself M. D. 
Ilhistriuus title \ in a gilded frame 
He set the sheepskin with his Latin name, 
liirtJi Van Winklum, quem we — acmus — know 
Idonelm esse — to do so and so. 
Ilt> liiri'd an office ; soon its walls disjdayed 
His niw diploma and his stock in tiade, 
A nii;^lity arsenal to suhJue disease. 
Of various names, whereof I mention these : 
Lanct't;! and hougies, great and little sqnirt, 
Rlmhaih and Senna, Snakeroot, Tlio rough wort, 
Ant. Tart., Vin. Colch., Pil. Cochin, and Black 

Drop, 
Tinctures of Ojiitim, Gentian, Henbane, Hop, 
I'lilv, TpecacuaiihiB, wliichftjr lack 
Of hfi/iith to uttei' men call Ipeciie, 
Camiihoi- and Kino, Tnrpentine, Tohi, 
CubiOis. '■ Copeevy." Vitiii.l, — wliite; and blue,— 
Fennel and inax.-ieed. Slipjiery Elm and Sijuill, 
Anil roots of Sa^^safras. and '■ Sa^-iafrill," 
l'n:indy, — for colics, — Pinkroot, death on worms,— 
Vil.'iian, calmer of hy.stcric squirms, 
Mii-lc. Assafirtida, the resinous pum 
Niunrii fioni its odor, — well, it does smell some,— 
.lalap. (hat works not wisely, but too well, 
Tlo poiuids of Bark and six of Calomel. 
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For outward griefs he had an ample store, 
Some twenty jars and gallipots, or more : 
Ceratum simplex — housewives oft compile 
The same at home, and call it '^ wax and ile ; '' 
Vhguentum resinosum — change its name. 
The ^ drawing salve " of many an ancient dame ; 
Argenti Nitras^ also Spanish flies, 
Whose virtue makes the water-bladdei's rise— - 
(Some say that spread upon a toper's skin 
They draw no water, only rum or gin) ; 
Leeches, sweet vermin I don't they charm the sick? 
And Sticking-plaster — how it hates to stick ! 
Emplastrum Ferri — ditto PiciSj Pitch ; 
Washes and Powders, Brimstone for the — which, 
Scabies or Paora^ is thy chosen name 
Since Hahnemann's goose-quill scratched thee into 

fame, 
Proved thee the source of every nameless ill. 
Whose sole specific is a moonshine pill. 
Till saucy Science, with a quiet grin. 
Held up the Acarus, crawling on a pin ? 
— Mountains have labored and have brought forth 

mice: 
The Dutchman's theory hatched a brood of — twice 
I 've wellnigh said them — words unfitting quite 
For these fair precincts and for ears polite. 

The surest foot may cliance at last to slip. 
And so at length it proved with Doctor Rip, 
One full-sized bottle stood upon the shelf. 
Which held the medicine tliat he took himself ; 
Whate'er the reason, it must be confessed 
He filled that bottle oftener than the rest : 
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'\Vliat ilni;;; it held I dnu't prL'siune to know — 
The giklal label said " EUxir Pro." 



Oii(^ day the Doctor found the bottle full, 
And, bi'ing thirsty, took a ^-igorous puU, 
Put liack the "Elixir" where 't wjis always found. 
And had old Dohbin satldlcd and brought rouud. 
— Ydu kui)w those old-time I'hidiarb-folored nags 
Tliut carried Doc-tora and their saddle-hags ; 
S[ii^;tfiiHH beasta I tliey stopjied at evciy place 
Whei-i' hiiuds were shut — knew every patient's 

Lor>k(.'d up and tlioiiglit — The haby 's in a fit — 
That won't last long — he'll soou be iJirough with 

it; 
Put shook their heads before the knoekered door 
AVhere aoini> old lady tuld the story o'er ' 

"Whose eniUess stream of tribulation flows J 

For gastric griefs and peristaltic woes. I 

Wliat jaek-o'-lantern led him from his way. 
And \vliere it led him, it wei-e hard to say ; 
I'",iiiiiij;h that wandering many a weary mile 
Thi'i.u-h iialhfl the moimtain sheiTJ trod single file, 
O'l'ii'MiLKt by feelings siieh as paiii'nis know 
AVIio ,lo,u too freely with " Elixir Pro.," 
lie liiiidd— dismounted, slifjlitly in a heap, 
And lay, promiscuous, lapped in bahny sleep. 

Xiulit followed night, and day succeeded day, 
But -iiniiii^ still the wlumbcring Doctor lay. 
I'onr i)i)bbin, starving, thouglit upon his stall. 
And straggled homeward, saddle-bags and alL 
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The village people hunted all around, 

But Rip was missing, — never could be found. 

** Drownded," they guessed ; — for more than half 

a year 
The pouts and eels did taste uncommon queer; 
Some said of apple-brandy — other some 
Found a strong flavor of New England rum. 

Why can't a fellow hear the fine things said 
About a fellow when a fellow 's dead ? 
The best of doctors — so the press declared — 
A public blessing while his life was spared. 
True to his coimtry, boimteous to the poor, 
In all things temperate, sober, just, and pure ; 
The best of husbands I echoed Mrs. Van, 
And set her cap to catch another man. 

So ends this Canto — if it 's quantum suffi. 
We '11 just stop here and say we Ve had enough. 
And leave poor Rip to sleep for thirty years ; 
I grind the organ — if you lend your ears 
To hear my second Canto, after that 
We '11 send around the monkey with the hat 

CANTO SECOND 

So thirty years had passed — but not a word 
In all that time of Rip was ever heard ; 
The world wagged on — it never does go back — 
The widow Van was now the widow Mac — 
France was an Empire — Andrew J. was dead, 
And Abraham L. was reigning in his stead. 
Four murderous years had passed in savage strifei 
Yet still the rebel held his bloody knife. 
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— At las^t one morning — who forgets tho day 
When tlie black cloud of war dissolved away ? — I 
Tlic joyous tidings spread oVr land and sea, ' 

EebfUion dono for ! Grant has cajitured Lee 1 
Up ewiy flagstaff sprang the' Stars and Stripes— I 
Out nitilied the Exti'as «-ild with niainmotli tj-jies — i 
Down went tlie laborer'a bod, the scbool-boy'a 

book — 
" Hooraw ! " lie cried. " tbe rt'bel army 'a took I " 
Ah I what a time ! the folks all mad with joy : 
Each fond, pale mother thinking of her boy ; 
Old g!-ay-haired fathers meeting — "Have — you 

— heard?" 
And then a choke — and not another Tvord; 
8isti-rs all smiling — maidens, not less dear, 
In trembling poise between a smile and tear; 
l*oor Bridget thinking bow abo '11 stuff the 

In that big cake for Johnny when he comes ; 
Cripples afoot ; rbemnaties on the Jump ; 
Old ^nrls so loving tliey could bug (be pump j 
Guns gniiig bang I from evi-ry fort and ship ; 
They banged so loud at last they wakened Kip. 

I s)iaro tlio picture, how a man appears 
\Vlio y been asleep a seore or two of years; 
Y<iii all have seen it to ]M!rfeetion done 
liv -Toe Van Wink— T mean Kip Jefferson. 

W. II, so ;t was : old Kip at last came hank, 
1'l:iiiiiiil lii-i uld wife — tile pR'sent widow Mac^ 
Ibhl lii- ..Id sign n>gilded, and began 
To inai'tise physic uu the same old plan. 
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Some weeks went by — it was not long to wait — 
And ** please to call" grew frequent on the slate. 
He Iiad, in fact, an ancient, mildewed air, 
A long gray beard, a plenteous lack of hair,— 
The musty look that always recommends 
Your good old Doctor to his ailing friends. 
— Talk of your science I after all is said 
There 's nothing like a bare and shiny head ; 
Age lends the graces that are sure to please ; 
Folks want their Doctors mouldy, like their cheese. 

So Rip began to look at people's tongues 
And thump their briskets (called it ^^ sound their 

lungs »), 
Brushed up his knowledge smartly as he could, 
Bead in old Cullen and in Doctor Good. 
The town was healthy ; for a month or two 
He gave the sexton little work to do. 

About the time when dog-day heats begin, 
The summer's usual maladies set in ; 
With autumn evenings dysentery came. 
And dusky lyphoid Ut his smouldering flame ; 
The blacksmith ailed, the carpenter was down. 
And half the children sickened in the town. 
The sexton's face grew shorter than before — 
The sexton's wife a brand-new bonnet wore — 
Things looked quite serious — Death had got a grip 
On old and yoimg, in spite of Doctor Kip. 

And now the Squire was taken with a chill — 
Wife gave " hot-drops " — at night an Indian pill ; 
Next morning, feverish — bedtime, getting worse ^ 
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Out of his hcaJ — began to rave and curse ; 
The DiiL'tor sent for — doulile quick he came : 
A lit. Titrt. gran, duo, and repeat tlie same 
If no ot cetera. Third day — nothing new ; 
Peicussied liis thorax till 't was black and hhic — 
Lung-fever thi-cat^ning — ■ something of the sort — 
Out with the laneet — let him bleed — a quart — 
Ten h'ei'hes next — -then blisters to bis side; 
Ten grainy of ealomel ; just tlien be died. 

Tlie Deaeon next required the Dootor's care-^ 
Took eold by sitting in a draught of air — 
Paina in the baeb, but what tbe matter is 
Not quite so clear, — -wife calls it " rlienmatiz." 
Ruby liai'k with flannel — gives liim something 

hot — 
" All ! " says tbe Deacon, "tliat goes 7iif/h tbe spot." 
Next ilay a 7-iffor — " Kun, iiiy little man. 
Ami s;iy tlie Deiwou sends for Doctor Van." 
Tbe Doctor camo — pei-eussion as before, H 

Thuiujiiiig and bunging till his libs were sore — 
'■ liiyht side the flattest " — - then more vigoroua 

rajis — 
" Fever — that 'a certain — jtleuiisy, perhaps. 
A c|ii:irt of lilood will ease the pain, no doubt, 
Ten Iccebes next will help to siiek it out, 
Tbin ilap a blister on the painfid ])art — 
I'll! Iir-;t two gr.iiuB of Antimoniiim Tart. 
\.\i-t uiih a dose of eU-ansing calomel 
L'liliniil ibe iMJi-tal system — (that sounds well!)" 

I'mt when the selfsame remedies were tried, 
As nil tbe village knew, tbe Squire had died ; 
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The neighbors hinted : ^^ This will never do ; 

He 's hilled the Squire — he 'U kill the Deacon too." 

Now when a doctor's patients are perplexed, 
A consultation comes in order next — 
You know what that is ? In a certain place 
Meet certain doctors to discuss a case 
And other matters, such as weather, crops. 
Potatoes, pumpkins, lager-beer, and hops. 
For what *s the use ? — there *s little to be said. 
Nine times in ten your man 's as good as dead ; 
At best a talk (the secret to disclose) 
Where three men guess and sometimes one man 
knows. 

The coimsel summoned came without delay — 
Young Doctor Green and shrewd old Doctor 

Grray — 
They heard the story — " Bleed ! " says Doctor 

Green, 
^* That 's downright murder I cut his throat, you 

mean! 
Leeches 1 the reptiles 1 Why, for pity's sake, 
Not try an adder or a rattlesnake? 
Blisters 1 Why bless you, they 're against the law — 
It 's rank assault and battery if they draw 1 
Tartrate of Antimony ! sliade of Luke, 
Stomachs turn pale at thought of such rebuke I 
The portal system ! What 's the man about ? 
Unload your nonsense ! Calomel 's played out 1 
You 've been asleep — you 'd better sleep away 
Till some one calls you." 
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" Stop ! " siiys Doi'tor Gi'ay — 
"The aioTj ia you slept for thirty yeai-s ; 
Witli linitber Gi-eiTi, I own that it aplMJara 
You must liave slumbt-red most am'.izing sound ; 
liut sIl'L'P oiifie more till tliirty years come round, 
Y()U '11 find the lancet in its honored place, 
Li'L'L'lies and Llisters rescued from disgrace. 
Your drugs i-cdeenied from fashion's passing acom, 
And L'i>uutetl BStft' t<i give to babes tudjom." 

Poor sleepy Rip, M. M. S. S., M. D., 
A puzzled, Rct'ious, saddened man was he ; 
IlnuKi fmm the Deacon's house he plodded slow 
And filled nne bumper of " Elixir Pro." 
" GiKuhhy," lie faltei-ed, " Mrs. Vmi. my dear ! 
I 'ni ;;i)itiif Jn sleep, hut wake nil; imee ii year! 
J don't like lileaehlng in the fi-OHt juid duw, 
I '11 Uikf the baru, if all the sauie to you. 
Just >>Mce a year — remember J no mistake I 
fry, ■ J{i|» Van \Vinkli; ! time for you to wake 1 ' 
"Wat.li for Ihe week m May when hiyloeks blow, 
For tlieu tiie Doetura meet, and 1 must go." 

Jii-it f>nee a year the Doctor's worthy dome 

Giir^s to tile burn and shmits hi?v hushaud's name ; 
■• I -Mill, llip Van AViukle I " (giving him a shake) 
'■ ]m]i ! li'ip Vm IVinlde! time for you to wake I 
].;i\i.ii li.s ill blossom! 'tis the month of May — 
Till' l>oriors" meeting is this blessed day, 
And eoine what will, you kuow I heard you 

"^ I'll d never nuss it, but be aUvays there 1 " 
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And 80 it is, as every year comes round 
Old Bip Van Winkle here is always found. 
You 11 quickly know him by his mildewed air, 
The hayseed sprinkled through his scanty hair, 
The lichens growing on his rusty suit — 
I've seen a toadstool sprouting on his boot — 
-— Who says I lie ? Does any man presume ?— 
Toadstool ? No matter — call it a mushroom. 
Where is his seat ? He moves it every year ; 
But look, you 11 find him, — he is always here, — 
Perhaps yon *11 track him by a whiff you know — 
A certain flavor of ^^ Elixir Pro." 

Now, then, I give you — as you seem to think 
We can give toasts without a drop to diink — 
Health to the mighty sleeper, — long live he I 
Our brother Rip, M. M. S. S., M. D. I 
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Glare from the mustering clouds whose blackness 

seems 
Too swollen to hold its lightning from the trees. 
Yet| in some lull of passion, when at last 
These cahn revolving moons that come and go -« 
Turning our months to years, they creep so slow — 
Have brought us rest, the not unwelcome past 
May flutter to thee through these leaflets, cast 
On the wild winds that all around us blow. 

May 1, 1861. 



AGNES 

The story of Sir Harry Frankland and Agnes Snrriage is told in 
tlie ballad with a very strict adhesion to the facts. These were 
obtained from information afforded me by the Rev. Mr. Webster, 
of Hopkinton, in company with whom I yisited the Frankland 
Mansion in that town, then standing; from a very interesting 
Memoir, by the Rev. Elias Nason, of Medf ord ; and from the nuin- 
uBcript diary of Sir Harry, or more properly Sir Charles Henry 
Frankland, now in the library of the Massachusetts Historical 
Society. 

At the time of the visit referred to, old Jnlia was living, and on 
onr return we called at the house where she resided.^ Her account 
is little more than paraphrased in the poem. If the incidents are 
treated with a certain liberality at the close of the fifth part, the 
essential fact that Agnes rescued Sir Harry from the ruins after 
the earthquake, and their subsequent marriage as related, may be 
accepted as literal truth. So with regard to most of the trifling 
details which are £^ven ; they are taken from the record. 

It is greatly to be regretted that the Frankland Mansion no 
longer exists. It was accidentally burned on the 23d of January, 
1858, a year or two after the first sketch of this ballad was written. 
A visit to it was like stepping out of the century into the years 
before the Revolution. A new house, similar in plan and arrange- 
ments to the old one, has been built upon its site, and the terraces, 
the clump of box, and the lilacs doubtless remain to bear witness 
to the truth of this story. 

2 She WM living Juue 10, 1861, when thi« ballad was published* 
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Tlie stii-T, which I linvo Inld literally in rlivmo, has been Tnads 
the suljject of a, carufullj studied and int«reHtiiig' romauue by Uk 
E. L. Bjuiier. 



TiiK tale I tell is gospel true. 

As all the bookani'ii know, 
And pilgrims who have strayed to view 

The wTecka still left to show. 



i 



The old, old story, — fair, and young, 
And fond, — and not too vnse, — 

That matrons tell, with wharponed tongue, 
To maiils with downcMist eyes. 

Ah ! tuaiden^i eiT and matrons warn 

Beneath the coldest sky ; 
Love liu-ks amid the tasselled com 

As in the bearded rye ! 

But wlio would dream our solser sires 
Had learned the old world's ways. 

And warmed their lieai-tlis with lawless fires 
In Shirley's hoincsi)im days ? 

'T is like some poet's pictured trance 

His idle rhymes reeite, — 
Thi^ old New England-bom romance 

Of Agnes and the Knight ; 

Vet, known to all the countiy romid. 
Their home is standing still, 
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Between Wachusett's lonely monnd 
And Shawmut's threefold hilL 

One hour we ramble on the rail. 

One half -hour guide the rein, 
We reach at last, o'er hill and dale. 

The village on the plain. 

With blackening wall and mossy roof. 

With stained and warping floor, 
A stately mansion stands aloof 

And bars its haughty door. 

This lowlier portal may be tried. 

That breaks the gable wall ; 
And lo I with arches opening wide. 

Sir Harry Frankland's hall I 

T? was in the second George's day 

They sought the forest sliade. 
The knotted trunks they cleared away. 

The massive beams they laid. 

They piled the rock-hewn chimney tall. 
They smoothed the terraced groimd. 

They reared the marble-pillared wall 
That fenced the mansion roimd. 

Far stretched beyond the village bound 

The Master's broad domain ; 
With page and valet, horse and hound. 

He kept a goodly train. 
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And, all tlie midland county through, 

The i)loughman stopped to gaze 
Whene'er his chariot swept in view 

Behind the shining hays, 

AVitli mute oheisance, grave and slow, 

Kepaid by nod polite, — 
For such the way with high and low 

Till after Concord fight. 

Nor less to courtly circles known 
Tliat graced the three-hilled town 

"With far-oft' splendors of the Throne, 
And glimmerings from the Crown ; 

AVise Phi]i]is, who held the seals of state 

For Shirley over sea; 
Brave Knowles, whose press-gang moved of late 

The King Street mob's decree ; 

And judii;es grave, and colonels grand, 

Fair (himes and stately men, 
Tlie niii;hty peo])le of the land, 

TJie '' World " of there and then. 



in^ 



r \vas sti'anij^o no Chloe's '' beauteous Form," 
And *' Eves' eeelestial Blew/' 
'1 !ii^ Sti't'phon of tin' West eonld warm, 
At) Nynij)li liis Heart subdue 1 

l\rrhanpe he wooed as gallants use, 
\\ li'jui Ueeting loves enchain, 
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But still unfettered, free to choose, 
Would brook no bridle-rein. 

He saw the fairest of the fair, 

But smiled alike on all ; 
No band his roving foot might snare. 

No ring his hand enthralL 



PABT SECOND 
THEMAIDXR 

Why seeks the knight that rocky cape 

Beyond the Bay of Lynn ? 
What chance his wayward course may shape 

To reach its village inn ? 

No story tells ; whate'er we guess, 

The past lies deaf and still, 
But Fate, who rules to blight or bless. 

Can lead us where she wilL 

Make way I Sir Harry's coach and four. 
And Kveried grooms that ride I 

They cross the ferry, touch the shore 
On Winnisimmet's side. 

They hear the wash on Chelsea Beach,— 

The level marsh they pass. 
Where miles on miles the desert reach 

Is rough with bitter grass. 
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The shining horses foam and pant, 

And now the smells begin 
Of fishy Swampscott, salt Nahant, 

And leather-scented Lynn. 

Next, on their left, the slender spires 
And glittering vanes that crown 

The home of Salem's frugal sires, 
The old, witch-haimted town. 

So onward, o'er the nigged way 
That runs through rocks and sand. 

Showered by the tempest-driven spray. 
From bays on either hand. 

That shut between their outstretched arms 

Tlie crews of ilarblehead. 
The lords of ocean's watery farms. 

Who plough the waves for bread. 

At last the ancient inn appears. 

The spreading ehii below, 
Whose fla]^])ing sign these fifty years 

Has seesawed to and fro. 

How fair tiie azure fields in sight 

Before the low-bi'owed inn ! 
Tlie tunibliiiLi; l)illows fiiiii^e with li;rht 

The crescent shore of Lynn ; 

Xabaiit til rusts outward tlu'ouijh the weaves 
Her arm of yellow sand, 
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Jbid breaks the roaring surge that braves 
The gauntlet on her hand ; 

With eddying whirl the waters lock 

Yon treeless mound forlorn, 
The sharp-winged sea-fowl's breeding-rock, 

That £ronts the Spouting Horn ; 

Then free the white-sailed shallops glide. 

And wide the ocean smiles, 
Till, shoreward bent, his streams divide 

The two bare Misery Isles. 

The master's silent signal stays 

The wearied cavalcade ; 
The coachman reins his smoking bays 

Beneath the elm-tree's shade. 

A gathering on the village green t 

The cocked-hats crowd to see, 
On legs in ancient velveteen, 

With buckles at the knee. 

A clustering roimd the tavern-door 

Of square-toed village boys. 
Still wearing, as their grandsires worOi 

The old-world corduroys 1 

A scampering at the " Foimtain " inn,— - 

A rush of great and small, — 
With hurrying servants' mingled din 

And screaming matron's call I 
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P(ior Agnes ! with her work half done 

Tliey caught her unaware ; 
As, luiinhly, like a ])raying nun, 

She kjielt upon the stair; 

Bent oVr the steps, with lowliest mien 

Sli(^ knelt, but not to pray, — 
I ler little hands must keep them clean, 

And wash their stains away. 

A foot, an anUe, l^are and white, 
Her girlish sliapes betrayed, — 
*^ ILi I N^^nphs and Graces ! " spoke the Knight; 

*' Look up, my beauteous Maid ! " 

Sill' turned, — a reddening rose in bud, 

Its calyx half withdrawn, — 
llcr clicrk on fire with damasked blood 

Of jiirlhood's ixlowin^i: dawn ! 

lie searched her features through and tlu'ough. 

As royal lovers look 
( )n lowly maidens, when they woo 

A\ ithout the rinii' and book. 

'' Conic hither. Fair one! Here, my Sweet! 

Nay. ])ritlicc, look not down ! 
1 alvc tliis to shoe tliose little feet," — 

lie tossed a silver crowii. 

A sudden ]Kileness struck her brow, — 
A swifter bhish succeeds ; 



// J/lt'S 




AGNES 179 

It boms her cheek ; it kindles now 
Beneath her golden beads. 

She flitted, but the glittering eye 

Still sought the lovely face. 
Who was she? What, and whence ? and why 

Doomed to such menial place ? 

A skipper's daughter, — so they said,-^ 

Left orphan by the gale 
That cost the fleet of Marblehead 

And Gloucester thirty saiL 

Ah I many a lonely home is found 

Along the Essex shore, 
That cheered its goodman outward boundf 

And sees his face no more I 

'* Not so," the matron whispered, — " sure 
No orphan girl is she, — 
The Surriage folk are deadly poor 
Since Edward left the sea, 

** And Mary, with her growing brood, 
Has work enough to do 
To find the children clothes and food 
With Thomas, John, and Hugh* 

^ This girl of Mary's, growing tall, — 
(Just turned her sixteenth year,) -^ 
To earn her bread and help them all. 
Would work as housemaid here." 



% 
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So Agnes, with her golden beads, 

And nanght beside as dower, 
Grew at the wayside with the weeds, 

Herself a garden-flower. 

'T was strange, 't was sad, — so fresh, so fair 1 

Thus Pity's voice began. 
Such grace ! an angel's shape and air I 

The Iialf-heard whisper ran. 

For eyes could see in George's time. 

As now in later days. 
And lips could shape, in prose and rhyme, 

The honeyed breath of praise. 

No time to woo ! The train must go 

Long QYC the sun is down, 
To reach, before the night-winds blow, 

Tlie niany-steepled town. 

'T is midnight, — street and square are still; 

Dark roll the whispering waves 
Tluit la]) the piers beneath tlie hill 

liidgcd thick with ancient graves. 

All. pontic sloop! thy hand will smootli 

Tlio weary couch of ])ain, 
A\ hen all thy ])<>pplcs fail to soothe 

Tlic lover's thiohhing brain ! 

' r i^ moT-n, — the oraniro-niantlod sun 
Breaks i1ii'oul:1i the fadinir irra^' 
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And long and loud the Castle gun 
Peals o'er the glistening' bay. 

" Thank God 't is day I " With eager eye 

Hehailsthemomingshine:- 
** If art can win, or gold can buy, 

The maiden shall be mine I '* 



PABT THIRD 
THB OOlTQUBflT 

'* Who saw this hussy when she came ? 
What is the wench, and who ? " 
They whisper. ** Agnes — is her name ? 
Pray what has she to do? " 

The housemaids parley at the gate, 

The scullions on the stair. 
And in the footmen's grave debate 

The butler deigns to share. 

Black Dinah, stolen when a child, 

And sold on Boston pier, 
Grown up in service, petted, spotted. 

Speaks in the coachman's ear : 

•' What, all this household at his will ? 
And all are yet too few ? 
More servants, and more servants still, -* 
This pert young madam too I " 
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" Servant ! fine servant ! " laughed alom 
Tlie man of coach and steeds ; 

" She looks too fair, she steps too proud, 
This girl with golden beads I 

** I tell you, you may fret and frown, 
And call her what you choose. 
You '11 find my Lady in her go\vn, 
Your Mistress in her shoes ! " 

All, gentle maidens, free from blame, 
God grant you never know 

The little whisper, loud with shame. 
That makes the world your foe ! 

Why tell the lordly flatterer's art, 
That won the maiden's ear, — 

The fluttering of the frightened heart 
The blush, the smile, the tear ? 

Alas ! it were the saddening tale 
That every language knows, — 

The wooing wind, the yielding sail, 
The simbeam and the rose. 

And now the gown of sober stuff 
Has chanii'ed to fair brocade, 

AVith broidercd hem, and hanging 
And flower of silken braid ; 

And elasped around her blanehin 
A jewelled bracelet .shines, 
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Her flowing tresses' massive twist 
A glittering net confines ; 

And mingling with their truant wave 

A fretted chain is hung ; 
But ah I the gift her mother gave, -^ 

Its beads are all unstrung I 

Her place is at the master's board. 
Where none disputes her claim ; 

She walks beside the mansion's lord. 
His bride in all but name. 

The busy tongues have ceased to talk. 

Or speak in softened tone, 
So gracious in her daily walk 

^e angel light has shown. 

No want that kindness may relievo 

Assails her heart in vain, 
The lifting of a ragged sleeve 

Will check her palfrey's rein. 

A thoughtful calm, a quiet grace 

In every movement shown, 
Beveal her moulded for the place 

She may not call her own. 

And, save that on her youthful brow 

There broods a shadowy care. 
No matron sealed with holy vow 

In all the land so fair I 
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A ship conies foaming uji tlie bay, 

Along the pier she glides ; 
Before Iiei- fiirrow melts awa,y, 

A couritT mounts and rides. 

" Haste, Ilnste, post Hastel" the letters bear j 
" Sir H:iriy Frankland. These." 
Sad news to tell thu loii-inji psiir! 
The knight must cross the seas. 

" AlaK '. we jiiirt ! " — the lijis that spoke 
Lost all tlieir rosy red. 
As when a crystal eup is lirolte, 
And alt its vdnc is shed. 

"Nay, drnop not thus, — where'er," he cried, 
" I '^11 h\ land or sea, 
My love, my life, my joy. my pride, 
Thy jilaw is still by me ! " 

TIiriiii;;!i tnwn and city, far and wide, 
Tlicir wrniih-iing feet have strayed, 

rriim .\l|iine lake to ocean tide, 
,\inl I'di.l Sierra's shade. 

At li'nL;lli tliiy see the waters gleam 

Aiiiiil ilii' frafrrant bowers 
W 111]-,' I,i.li(iii mirrors in tlie stream 

llrr I" ll uf ancient towers. 
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Bed is the orange on its bough. 

To-morrow's sun shall fling 
O'er Cintra's hazel-shaded brow 

The flush of April's wing. 

The streets are loud with noisy mirth. 

They dance on every green ; 
The morning's dial marks the birth 

Of proud Braganza's queen. 

At eve beneath their pictured dome 

The gilded courtiers throng ; 
The broad moidores have cheated Bome 

Of all her lords of song. 

Ah I Lisbon dreams not of the day — 
Pleased with her painted scenes — 

When all her towers shall slide away 
As now these canvas screens I 

The spring has passed, the summer fled. 

And yet they linger still. 
Though autumn's rustling leaves have spread 

The flank of Cintra's hilL 

The town has learned their Saxon name. 

And touched their English gold. 
Nor tale of doubt nor hint of blame 

From over sea is told. 

Three hours the first November dawn 
Has climbed with feeble ray 



r» 



SONGS IN MANY KEYS 

Through mists like heavy curtains drawn 
Before the darkened day. 

How still the muffled echoes sleep ! 

Hark ! hark ! a hollow sound, — 
A noise like chariots rumbling deep 

Beneath the solid ground. 

The channel lifts, the water slides 

And bares its bar of sand, 
Anon a mountain billow strides 

And crashes o'er the land. 

The turrets lean, the steeples reel 

Like masts on ocean's swell, 
And clash a long discordant ])eal, 

Tlie death-doomed city's knell. 

Tlie pavement bursts, the earth upheaves 
Beneath the staggering town ! 

The turrets crack — the castle cleaves — 
The spires come rushing down. 

Around, the lurid mountains glow 
With stranj^e unearthly <rlcams ; 

While bhu'k abysses ga])c below, 
Then close in jagged scams. 



The earth has folded like a wave. 

And thrice a thousand score, 
Clasj)ed, shroudless, in tlieir closing grave, 

Tile sun shall see no more ! 
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And all is over. Street and square 

In ruined heaps are piled ; 
Ah ! where is she, so frail, so fair, 

Amid the tumult wild ? 

Unscathed, she treads the wreck-piled street, 

Whose narrow gaps afford 
A pathway for her bleeding feet, 

To seek her absent lord. 

A temple's broken walls arrest 

Her wild and wandering eyes; 
Beneath its shattered portal pressed, 

Her lord unconscious lies. 

The power that living hearts obey 

Shall lifeless blocks withstand ? 
Love led her footsteps where he hiy, ^ 

Love nerves her woman's hand : 

One cry, — the marble shaft she grasps, — 
Up heaves the ponderous stone : — 

He breathes, — her fainting form he clasps, — • 
Her life has bought his own I 

PART FnrcH 

THE RBWABD 

How like the starless night of death 

Our being's brief eclipse, 
When faltering heart and failing breath 

Have bleached the fading lips I 
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Slip lives ! What giiei-don shall repay 

] lis ileLt of raiisoiut^il life ? 
One word can clianu all w-roiigs away, — 

The sacred name of Wife 1 

The love that won her girlish cliarms 
Must sliielJ her matron fame, 

And write beneath the Fraakland anna 
The village beauty's iiamt.-. 



^ 



Go, cfdl the priest ! no vain delay 

Shall dim the sacred ring ! 
Who knowa wluit change the passing day. 

The fleeting Iiour, may bnng ? 



Before the holy altar henti 

There luieeU ii goodly pair ; 
A stately man, of high deHuent, 
in, jHisaiug fair. 



I 



No jewels lend the blinding sheen 

That meaner bi-aiity needs, 
Bnt on her bosom heaves unseen 

A string of golden beads. 

The vow is spoke, — the prayer is said, — 

And with a gentle pride 
The Liuly .\gnes lifts her heail. 

Sir Harry Frankland's bride. 

No more her faithful heart shall bear 
Those griefs so meekly borne, — 
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The passing sneer, the freezing stare, 
The icy look of scorn ; 

No more the blue-eyed English dames 

Their haughty lips shall curl. 
Whene'er a hissing whisper names 

The poor New England girl. 

But stay 1 — his mother's haughty brow, — 

The pride of ancient race, — 
Will pUghted faith, and holy vow. 

Win back her fond embrace ? 

Too well she knew the saddening tale 

Of love no vow had blest, 
That turned his blushing honors pale 

And stained his knightly crest. 

They seek his Northern home, — alas : 

He goes alone before ; — 
His own dear Agnes may not pass 

The proud, ancestral door. 

He stood before the stately dame ; 

He spoke ; she calmly heard, 
But not to pity, nor to blame ; 

She breathed no single word. 

He told his love, — her faith betrayed ; 

She heard with tearless eyes ; 
Could she forgive the erring maid ? 

She stared in cold surprise. 
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How fond her heart, he told, — how true ; 

The haughty eyehds fell ; — 
The kindly deeds she loved to do ; 

She murmured, " It is well." 

But when he told that fearfid day, 

And how her feet were led 
To where entombed in life he lay, 

The breatliing with the dead, 

And how she bruised her tender breasts 

Against the crushing stone. 
That still the strong-armed elown protests 

No man can lift alone, — 

Oh I then the frozen spring was broke ; 
By turns she wept and smiled ; — 
'' Sweet Agnes ! " so the mother spoke, 
" God bless my angel child ! 

" She saved thee from the jaws of death, — 
'T is thine to right her wrongs ; 
I tc 11 thee, — I, who gave thee breath, — 
To her thy life belongs ! '* 

Tlius Agnes won her noble name, 

Her lawless lover's hand ; 
Tlu' lowly maiden so became 

A lady in the land ! 
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PAST SIXTH 
OONOLUBION 



The tale is done ; it litde needs 

To track their after ways, 
And string again the golden beads 

Of love's uncounted days* 

They leave the fair ancestral isle 
For bleak New England's shore ; 

How gracious is the courtly smile 
Of all who frowned before I 

Again through Lisbon's orange bowers 

They watch the river's gleam, 
And shudder as her shadowy towers 

Shake in the trembling stream. 

Fate parts at length the fondest pair ; 

His cheek, alas ! grows pale ; 
The breast that trampling death could spare 

His noiseless shafts assail. 

He longs to change the heaven of blue 

For England's clouded sky, — 
To breathe the air his boyhood knew ; 

He seeks them but to die. 

E[ard by the terraced hillside town. 
Where healing streamlets run, 
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Still sparkling with their old reno\vn, — 
The " AVaters of the Sun," — 

The Lady Agnes raised the stone 
That marks his honored grave, 

And there Sir Harry sleeps alone 
By AViltshire Avon's wave. 

Tlie home of early love was dear ; 

She sought its peaceful shade, 
And kept her state for many a year. 

With none to make afraid. 

At last the evil days were come 
That saw the red cross fall ; 

She hears the rebels' rattling drum, — 
Farewell to Frankland Ilall ! 

I tell you, as my tale began. 

The hall is standing still ; 
And you, kind listener, maid or man, 

May see it if you will. 

The l)ox is glistening huge and green, 

Like trees the lilacs gi^ow, 
Tlnve elms liii'li-archini:: still are seen. 

And one lies stretched below. 

Tlie lian«jinirs, rouii'h with velvet flowers. 

Flap on tlie latticed wall ; 
And o'er the mossy ridu^e-pole towers 

Tlie roek-liewii eliimuey tall. 
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The doors on mighty hinges dash 

With massive bolt and bar, 
The heavy English-moulded sash 

Scarce can the night-winds jar. 

Behold the chosen room he sought 

Alone, to fast and pray, 
Each year, as chill November brought 

The dismal earthquake day. 

There hung the rapier blade he wore. 

Bent in its flattened sheath ; 
The coat the shrieking woman tore 

Caught in her clenching teeth ; — - 

The coat with tarnished silver lace 

She snapped at as she slid. 
And down upon her death-white face 

Crashed the huge cof&n's Kd. 

A graded terrace yet remains ; 

If on its turf you stand 
And look along the wooded plains 

That stretch on either hand, 

The broken forest walls define 

A dim, receding view. 
Where, on the far horizon's line. 

He cut his vista through. 

If further story you shall crave. 
Or ask for living proof, 
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Go see old Julia, born a slave 
Beneath Sir Harry's roof. 

She told me half that I have told, 

And she remembers well 
The mansion as it looked of old 

Before its glories fell ; — 

The box, when round the terraced square 

Its glossy wall was drawn ; 
The climbing vines, the snow-balls fair, 

The roses on the lawn. 

And Julia says, with tmthfid look 
Stamped on her wrinkled face, 

That in her ow^l black hands she took 
The coat with silver lace. 

And you may hold the story light, 

Or, if you like, believe ; 
But there it was, the woman's bite, — 

A mouthful from the sleeve. 

Now go your ways ; — I need not tell 

The moral of my rhyme ; 
But, youths and maidens, ponder well 

This tale of olden time ! 
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THE PLOUGHMAN 

ANNIVEBSABY OF THE BEBKSHIBB AOBIGULTUBAL 80- 

GIETT, OCTOBER 4,1849 

Cleab the brown path, to meet his coulter's gleam I 
Lo I on he comes, behind his smoking team, 
With toil's bright dew-drops on his sunburnt brow, 
The lord of earth, the hero of the plough I 

First in the field before the reddening sun, 
Last in the shadows when the day is done. 
Line after line, along the bursting sod, 
Marks the broad acres where his feet have trod ; 
Still, where he treads, the stubborn clods divide, 
The smooth, fresh furrow opens deep and wide ; 
Matted and dense the tangled turf upheaves. 
Mellow and dark the ridgy cornfield cleaves ; 
Up the steep hillside, where the laboring train 
Slants the long track that scores the level plain ; 
Through the moist valley, clogged with oozing clay. 
The patient convoy breaks its destined way ; 
At every turn the loosening chains resound. 
The swinging ploughshare cirdes glistening round, 
Till the wide field one billowy waste appears. 
And wearied hands unbind the panting steers. 

These are the hands whose sturdy labor brings 
The peasant's food, the golden pomp of kings ; 
This is the page, whose letters shall be seen 
Changed by the sun to words of living green ; 
This is the scholar, whose immortal pen 
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SpelU the first lossoii hun^r taught to men ; 
Tht'so are the liuea which heave n-t'oinmaiiileil Toil 
Sliows on his deed, — the chartt^ of the soil I 

O grat'ions Mother, whose benignant breast 
WaltL'S us to life, and lulls us all to I'cst, 
How thy sweet features, kind to everj' clime, 
MucU with tlieir smile the wrinkled front of time 1 
We stain thy flowers, — they blossom o'er the 

dead ; 
'Wg rend thy hosoni, and it gives us bread ; 
O'er the redJield that trampling strife has torn, 
^^';lVl■s tlie grecD iilumage of tliy tasselled com ; 
Our maddening confliotB scar thy fairest plain, 
Still thy soft answer is the growing gi^ain. 
Yet, O our Mather, while uncounted charms 
Steal round our hearts in thine embracing arms, 
Let not our virtues iu thy love decay. 
And thy fond sweetness waste our strengtli away. 

No '. liy these bills, whose banners now displayed 
In blading cohorts Autumn has arrayed ; 
]{v you twin siunmits, on whose splintery crests 
The tossing hen;!ocks hold the eagles' nests ; 
)'iy these fair plains the mountain ciit-le screens, 
And iVt'ds with sti'eaudets from its dark ravines. — ■ 
'I'nio to their home, these faJthfid arms shall toil 
To <'Tiiw(i with peace their own untainted soiU 
And. true to God, to fi-eedom, to mankind. 
If liir chained bandogs Faction shall unbind, 
Tlu'S(' stately forms, that bending even now 
liuwud their strong nianliooil to the humble plough, 
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SbaQ rise erect, the guardians of the land, 
The same stem iron in the same right hand. 
Till o'er their hills the shouts of triumph run, 
The sword has rescued what the ploughshare won I 

SPRING 

Winter is past ; the heart of Nature warms 
Beneath the wrecks of unresisted storms ; 
Doubtful at first, suspected more than seen. 
The southern slopes are fringed with tender green ; 
On sheltered banks, beneath the dripping eaves. 
Spring's earUest nurslings spread their glowing 

leaves. 
Bright with the hues from wider pictures won. 
White, azure, golden, — drift, or sky, or sun, -^ 
The snowdrop, bearing on her patient breast 
The frozen trophy torn from Winter's crest : 
The violet, gazing on the arch of blue 
Till her own iris wears its deepened hue ; 
The spendthrift crocus, bursting through the mould 
Naked and shivering with his cup of gold. 
Swelled with new life, the darkening elm on high 
Prints her thick buds against the spotted sky ; 
On all her boughs the stately chestnut cleaves 
The gummy shroud that wraps her embryo leaves ; 
The house-fly, stealing from his narrow grave. 
Drugged with the opiate that November gave. 
Beats with faint wing against the sunny pane. 
Or crawls, tenacious, o'er its lucid plain ; 
From shaded chinks of lichen-crusted walls, 
In languid curves, the gliding serpent crawls ; 
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Tlie bog's green harper, thawing from liis sleep, 
Twangs a hoarse note and tries a shortened leap; 
On floating rails that face the softening noons 
Tlie still shy turtles range their dark platoons, 
Or, toiling aimless o'er the mellowing fields, 
Trail through the grass their tessellated shields. 

At last young April, ever frail and fair, 
A\'oo('d by her playmate with the golden liair, 
Chased to the margin of receding floods 
O'er tlie soft meadows starred with opening buds, 
In trars and blushes sighs herself away, 
And hides her cheek beneath the flowers of May. 

Tlien the proud tidip lights lier beacon blaze, 
Ilcr clustering curls the hyacinth displays ; 
O'er her tall blades the crested fleur-de-lis, 
Like blue-eyed Pallas, towers erect and free; 
AVitli yellower flames the lengthened sunshine glows, 
And love lays bare the passion-breathing rose ; 
(^iieeii of the lake, along its reedy verge 
1 he rival lily hastens to emerge, 
Her sno\\y shoulders glistening as she strips. 
Till morn is sidtan of her parted lips. 

Tlicn l>ursts the song from every leafy glade, 

Thr yieldinc^ season's bridal serenade; 
TIicii Hash the wind's returning: Smnmer calls 
Tlin)!i<_>li the dee]) arehes of her forest halls, — 
Thr 1»lu('l)ir<b breathing from his azure plumes 
'Jilt' iia^ranee borrowed where the myrtle blooms; 
The thrush, poor wanderer, dropping meeldy doN\Ti, 
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Clad in liis remnant of autumnal brown ; 

The oriole, drifting like a flake of fire 

Bent by a whirlwind from a blazing spire. 

The robin, jerking his spasmodic throat, 

Repeats, imperious, his staccato note ; 

The crack-brained bobolink courts his crazy mate, 

Poised on a bulrush tipsy with his weight ; 

Nay, in his cage the lone canary sings. 

Feels the soft air, and spreads his idle wings. 

Why dream I here within these caging walls. 
Deaf to her voice, while blooming Nature calls ; 
Peering and gazing with insatiate looks 
Through blinding lenses, or in wearying books ? 
Off, gloomy spectres of the shrivelled past ! 
Fly with the leaves that fill the autumn blast I 
Ye imps of Science, whose relentless chains 
Lock the warm tides within these living veins. 
Close your dim cavern, while its captive strays 
Dazzled and giddy in the morning's blaze I 
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Yet in the darksome crypt I left so late. 
Whose only altar is its rusted grate, — 
Sepulchral, rayless, joyless as it seems. 
Shamed by the glare of May's refulgent beams, — 
While the dim seasons dragged their shrouded 

train. 
Its paler splendors were not quite in vain. 
From these dull bars the cheerful firelight's glow 
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Streamed tlirougli the coHGincnt o'lt tlio s|iertral 

Know; 
Here, wliilo the night-wind wreaked its fnuitic will , 
Oil thu lihoae oceiiii ami the rot'k-boumi hill, 
Kfiit the crsu'kf)! to])s;iil from its quivering yard, 
And rived tlie oak a tliuusanJ st^nius Lad ^K^anvd, 
Yeiiffd by tliese walls tliu peaceful taiier shone, 
^'ov flit a hreath to slant ita treiuljling cone. 

Xot nil unhlest the mild interior sci-ne 
AVlien the i-ed curtain spii?a<l ita falling screen ; 
O'er some light task the limtdy hotivH were past, 
And the long evening only flew too fast : 
Or the wide ohiiir its Icnthern arms would lend 
In gi'iiiid weleoiHi! t<) smne easy friend, 
Stretehed on its liosom with itjlaxing nurvim, 
Slow moulding, plastic, to its hollow i urvea j 
Teiehance indulging, if of generouji creed, 
111 lirave Sir Walter's dreiiin-fom]M'lHnff weed. 
Or, ha]>piep still, thi; evening hour would bring 
Til tlie round table its expeeted ring, 
And while the puueh-bowl's tioiiniliiig depths were 

stirred, — 
In -\]\vr ehembs ainiling OS they heai-d,^ 
( (ill- lirarts woidd oi>en, as at evening's hour 
Till- i-l use-sealed primrose fi'ees its liidden flower. 

Siiili the warm life this dim retreat liaa known, 
Nut <jidti' deserted when its guests were flown ; 
N:iy, lilied with friends, an nnobtrasive set, 
(luililiss of calls and canls and etiquette, 
lJi;iily to answer, never known to ask. 
Claiming no service, prompt for every fn';!;. 
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On those dark shelves no hoasewife hand pro- 
fanes, 
O'er his mute files the monarch folio reigns ; 
A mingled race, the wreck of chance and time. 
That talk all tongues and breathe of every clime. 
Each knows his place, and each may claim his part 
In some quaint comer of his master's heart. 
This old Decretal, won from Kloss's hoards, 
Thick-leaved, brass-cornered, ribbed with oaken 

boards, 
Stands the gray patriarch of the graver rows. 
Its fourth ripe century narrowing to its close; 
Not daily conned, but glorious stiU to view. 
With glistening letters wrought in red and blue. 
There towers Stagira's all-embracing sage, 
The Aldine anchor on his opening page ; 
There sleep the births of Plato's heavenly mind. 
In yon dark tomb by jealous clasps confined, 
" Olim e libris " (dare I call it mine ?) 
Of Yale's grave Head and Killingworth's divine I 
In those square sheets the songs of Maro fill 
The silvery types of smooth-leaved Baskerville ; 
High over all, in close, compact array. 
Their classic wealth the Elzevirs display. 
In lower regions of the sacred space 
Bange the dense volumes of a humbler race ; 
There grim chirurgeons all their mysteries teach. 
In spectral pictures, or in crabbed speech ; 
Harvey and Haller, fresh from Nature's page. 
Shoulder the dreamers of an earlier age, 
Lully and Geber, and the learned crew 
That loved to talk of all they could not do. 
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Wliy cmmt the rest, — those names of later days 
Tliat many love, iiiiil nil agrw to jn-aise, — 
Or jioiiit the titles, where a glance may read 
The (huij^LTOUS lines of part y or ot Ci-eeil ? 
Too well, perchaiit'f, tho chosen list would show 
Whit few liiiT caie and none can claim to kiiow. 
Eith hii his features, whose exterior seal 
A hi ush mav cojiy, or a simheam steal { 
Go to lus -.tiidj . — on the iieaii-st sihelf 
Stiud-+ the mosaic portrait of iiijuself. 

AMiit though for nifinths Iht! tranquil dust de- 
sundf., 
"W hit uiiig the hcails of these miiic niitifut fneiiJaj i 
"W hil Ihc duup offspring of tho niodiTn proas 
Fl imits > n mv tahle with its pictured dress ; 
Not It-s I line t u'h dull familial' face, 
Noi hst should miss it frum thi? apjiointed place ; 
I sn tti h tht hook, alnii^ whftse hui'uing leaves 
Hi". SL iilit well our wihl romancer weaves, 
\<.t while proud He^iter's fiery pangs I share, 
il> uld JIa(j>alia must be standing there J 
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WirKN o'er the street the morning peal is fluDg 
VtotiL vdii tall helfry with the hrazen tongue, 
It- uidi- vibrations, wafted by the gale, 
Ti. i:i,li f;ir listener tell a different tale. 

'I'lu' ,Lxtnn. stooping to the quivering floor 
Tiil llic great ealdron spillH its brassy roar. 
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Whirls the hot axle, counting, one by one, 
Each dull concussion, till his task is done. 

Toil's patient daughter, when the welcome 
note 
Clangs through the silence from the steeple's 

throat, 
Streams, a white unit, to the checkered street. 
Demure, but guessing whom she soon shall meet; 
The bell, responsive to her secret flame. 
With every note repeats her lover's name. 

The lover, tenant of the neighboring lane, 
Sighing, and fearing lest he sigh in vain. 
Hears the stem accents, as they come and go, 
Their only burden one despairing No I 

Ocean's rough child, whom many a shore has 
known 
Ere homeward breezes swept him to his own. 
Starts at the echo as it circles round, 
A thousand memories kindUng with the sound; 
The early favorite's imforgotten charms. 
Whose blue initials stain his tawny arms ; 
His first farewell, the flapping canvas spread. 
The seaward streamers crackling overhead, 
His kind, pale mother, not ashamed to weep 
Her first-bom's bridal with the haggard deep. 
While the brave father stood with tearless eye. 
Smiling and choking with his last good-by. 

'T is but a wave, whose spreading circle beats. 
With the same impulse, every nerve it meets, 
Yet who shall count the varied shapes that ride 
On the round surge of that aerial tide I 
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O c-liild of eartli ! If floating sounds like these 
Sti'[il from thyself their power to wound or please, 
If here or tliere tliy changing will inelines, 
As tlio bright zodiac sliifts its rolling signs. 
Look at thy heart, and wht^n its depths are 

kno\vn. 
Then try thy brother's, judging by thine own, 
liut keep thy wisdom to the uaiTower range, 
While its own standards are the sport of change, 
Nor i-ount us rebels wlien wo disobey 
The passing breath that lioUU thy [tassion's sway. 
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pKiniAi'S tim far in thi'se eonsJdei'ate days 
lias patieiH'e carried her submissive ways; 
Wisdom haa tanght us to bo calm and meek, 
To take one blow, and turn the other eheck i 
It is not wTitten what a man shall do. 
If thi; r\ide caitiff smite tlio othtir too 1 

Land of our fathei-s, in tliiue hour of need 
(lull help thee, gnaided by the pat-siit- cived! 
As llir lone pilgiim trusts to beads and cowl, 
^\ lien tlirough tliG foi-est lings the gray wolf'fl 

howl ; 
A- till' deep galleon tmsts her gilded pi-ow 
Wliiii the black coisair shmts athwart her bow ; 
A~ ilii' piw)r pheasant, with his peaceful mien, 
Tvici-. xo his feathers, shining golden-green, 
W'l.iii the dark plumage with the crimson beak 
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Has rustled shadowy from its splintered peak, — 
So trust thy friends, whose babbling tongues would 

charm 
The lifted sabre from thy foeman's arm, 
Thy torches ready for the answering peal 
From bellowing fort and thunder-freighted keel t 
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Yon whey-faced brother, who delights to wear 
A weedy flux of ill-conditioned hair. 
Seems of the sort that in a crowded place 
One elbows freely into smallest space ; 
A timid creature, lax of knee and hip. 
Whom small disturbance whitens round the lip ; 
One of those harmless spectacled machines. 
The Holy- Week of Protestants convenes ; 
Whom school-boys question if their walk tran- 
scends 
The last advices of maternal friends ; 
Whom Jolm, obedient to his master's sign, 
Conducts, laborious, up to niTtety-nine^ 
While Peter, glistening with luxurious scorn. 
Husks his white ivories like an ear of com ; 
Dark in the brow and bilious in the cheek. 
Whose yellowish linen flowers but once a week, 
Conspicuous, annual, in their threadbare suits. 
And the laced high -lows which they call their 

boots, 
Well mayst thou shun that dingy front severe. 

But him, O stranger, him thou canst not year / 
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Be slow to jiirlgo, anil slower to despise, 
Man of htiiwi slioiilders and heroic size ! 
Tlie tiger, writhing from the boa's nngs, 
Drop-j at the fountain where the eobi-a stings. 
In tliat lean phantcmi, whose extended glove 
Points to the text of imivursal lovo, 
Behold the master that can tiune thee down 
To eroneh, the vassal o£ liis Sunday frown ; 
His velvet throat against thy corded wrist. 
His loDseuL-d tongue agiiinst thy iloiihled fist \ 

The Moral Bullt, though he never swears, 

Nor kicks iutrudi'i's down his entry stairs, 
Thoiii;li meekness jJaHts lus backward-sloping hat, 
And iinii-resistjtnce ties his wliitu cravat, 
Thoii^ii his blaek hroadcliith priories to be seen 
III till' same phght With Shylock's gabei-dine, 
Hti;_'-s tlie same paj^siou to Iiis narrow hi'east 
Thai heaves the eiiiraas OTi tlie ti-ooper's ehi>st, 
Hrars the same hell-horjids yelling in his rear 
lliat rhasc from port the maddent-d hiieeaneer, 
l-\'i'l- ihe same comfort wliile his acrid words 
Turn tlie sweet; milk uf kindnitss into cimls, 
Oi' with grim logic prove, beyond debate, 
'i"hai all we lovo is worthiest of oui- iiate. 
As ihi' scarred ruffian of the pirate's deck, 
Winn bis long swivel rakes the staggering wreckl 

Tliavcn keep us all! Is every rascal clown 
A\ 111 1-1* anu is stronger free to knock us dowu? 
lias iviTv scarecrow, whose eadieetic soul 
Si'i-nis fresh from Bedlam, airing on parole, 
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Wlio, though he carries but a doubtful trace 
Of angd visits on Ms hungry face, 
From lack of marrow or the coins to pay, 
Has dodged some vices in a shabby way, 
The right to stick us with his cutthroat terms, 
And bait his homilies with his brother worms ? 



THE MmiyS DIET 

No life worth naming ever comes to good 
If always nourished on the selfsame food ; 
The creeping mite may live so if he please. 
And feed on Stilton till he turns to cheese. 
But cool Magendie proves beyond a doubt, 
If mammab try it, that their eyes drop out. 

No reasoning natures find it safe to feed. 
For their sole diet, on a single creed ; 
It spoils their eyeballs while it spares their tongues. 
And starves the heart to feed the noisy lungs. 

When the first larvse on the elm are seen. 
The crawling wretehes, like its leaves, are green ; 
Ere chill October shakes the latest down. 
They, like the foliage, change their tint to brown ; 
On the blue flower a bluer flower you spy. 
You streteh to pluck it — 't is a butterfly; 
The flattened tree-toads so resemble bark. 
They 're hard to find as Ethiops in the dark ; 
The woodcock, stiffening to fictitious mud, 
Cheats the young sportsman thirsting for his blood ; 



I So by lon;^ liviiij; on a single If^^^^^"^ 
f N:iy, OH one truth, will ci-eatures get its dye ; 
K<'d, yellow, greeu, they take their Hubject's 

hu.-, — 
Except when squabbling turns them black and 
blue I 



OUR LIMITATIONS 

We tiiist and fear, we question and believe. 
From lit'i's dai'k threads a tri-inbliuj' faith to 



Frail ;is (lio web that misty night has spun, 
Wh<=-ic i!vw-'jemnied awnings glitter in the sun. 
M'hilij tlh' u:ilm centuries siwll their lessons out, 
F:k-1i InHh we conquer spreads the realm of 

<hmbt; 
AVhoii Sinai's Rumniit was Jehovah's throne, 
The lOuisi'ii Prophet knew hia voice aloite ; 
"Wlirn Pihiti-'s hall that awful quesliou heard, 
The Ikavenly Captive answered not a word. 



M 

I. 

4 



Ktenial Truth! beyond our hopes and fears 
Swt'tp the vast orbits of thy mjTiiul splierus ! 
I'roiii age to age. while History earves sublime 
On hir waste rock tlie Ikimiug curves of time, 
lliiw thi^ wild swayings of our planet show 
That worlds unseen surround the worhl wc linow. 
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THE OLD PLAYER 

The curtain rose ; in thunders long and loud 
The galleries rung ; the veteran actor bowed. 
Li flaming line the telltales of the stage 
Showed on his brow the autograph of age ; 
Pale, hueless waves amid his clustered hair, 
And umbered shadows, prints of toil and care ; 
Bound the wide circle glanced his vacant eye, — « 
He strove to speak, —his voice waa but a sigh. 

Year after year had seen its short-lived race 
Flit past the scenes and others take their place ; 
Yet the old prompter watched his accents still. 
His name still flaunted on the evening's bilL 
Heroes, the monarchs of the scenic floor. 
Had died in earnest and were heard no more ; 
Beauties, whose cheeks such roseate bloom over- 
spread 
They faced the footlights in unborrowed red. 
Had faded slowly through successive shades 
To gray duennas, foils of younger maids ; 
Sweet voices lost the melting tones that start 
With Southern throbs the sturdy Saxon heart. 
While fresh sopranos shook the painted sky 
With their long, breathless, quivering locust^ry. 
Yet there he stood, — the man of other days. 
In the clear present's full, unsparing blaze. 
As on the oak a faded leaf that clings 
WMe a new April spreads its burnished wings. 
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How hright yon rows that soared in triple tier, 
Tlicir central sun the flashing cliandelier I 
How dim the eye that sought i\-ith doubtful aim 
Some fi-ieudly smile it atill might dare to claim ! 
How flesh these hearts ! his own how worn and 

cold! 
Sucli the sad thoughts that long-drawn sigh liiid 
t«ld. 

No word yet faltered on his trembling tongue ; 
Again, again, the crashing galleries ning. 
As the old guardaman at the bugle's blast 
Hears in its strain the echoes of the pitst, 
So, as tlie plaudits iwlled and thundered round, 
A life of memories aUii'tleil at the sound. 

He lived again, — the page of earliest days,— • 
Dayn uf smaU fee and parsimonious praise ; 
Thi'H litlie young Romeo — hark that silvered tone, 
From those smooth lips — aljis I they were his own. j 
Then the bi-ouzed Moor, with all his love and woe, I 
Told liis strange tale of midnight melting snow ; 
And dark -plumed Hamlet, with his eloak and 

Made, 
Lnoki'd on the royal ghost, himself a shade. 
,V11 in one Hash, his youthfid memories came, 
Ti';u'i'l1 ill bright hues of evancseent flame, 
As l!if sjpent swimmer's in the lifelong dream. 
While tlie last bubble rises through the stream. 

CmII him not old, whose \'isionary braia 
lltilils o'iT the piLst its midivided reign. 
Vnr liiiti in vain the envious seasons roll 
'VViiu bears eternal summer in his soul. 
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If yet the minstrers song, the poet's lay, 
Spring with her birds, or children at their play, 
Or maiden's smile, or heavenly dream of art, 
Stir the few life-drops creeping round his heart. 
Turn to the record where his years are told, — 
Count his gray hairs, — they cannot make him old I 

What magic power has changed the faded mime ? 
One breath of memory on the dust of time. 
As the last window in the buttressed wall 
Of some gray minster tottering to its fall. 
Though to the passing crowd its hues are spread, 
A dull mosaic, yellow, green, and red. 
Viewed from within, a radiant glory shows 
When through its pictured screen the simlight flows. 
And kneeling pUgrims on its storied pane 
See angels glow in every shapeless stain ; 
So streamed the vision through his simken eye. 
Clad in the splendors of his morning sky. 

All the wild hopes his eager boyhood knew, 
All the young fancies riper years proved true. 
The sweet, low-whispered words, the winning glance 
From queens of song, from Houris of the dance, 
Wealth's lavish gift, and Flattery's soothing phrase. 
And Beauty's silence when her blush was praise, 
And melting Pride, her lashes wet with tears, 
Triumphs and banquets, wreaths and crowns and 

cheers. 
Pangs of wild joy that perish on the tongue. 
And all that poets dream, but leave unsung ! 

In every heart some viewless founts are fed 
From far-off hillsides where the dews were shed ; 
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On tlie worn features of the weariest face 
Some youthful uieiiioiy leaves its hiildcn trace, 
As ill old gardens left by exiled kings 
Tile marble basins tell of hidden spviags, 
But, jpny with dust, and overgi-own with weeds. 
Their choking jets the passer little heeds. 
Till time's reveiigUB break their seals away. 
And, i-lad in rainbow light, the waters jday. 

OiJinl night, fond dreamer I let the oiirtain fall : 
The world '» a stage, and we are pIayei-3 all. 
A strange it;liearsal ! Kin^ without tlielr crowns, 
And thi-eadbare lords, and jewel-wearing clowns, 
Hpealt the vain wonls tliiit mo<'k their throbbing 

As M'anl, stern jn'omiiterl spells them out tlioif 

pai'ts. 
The tinselled hero whom we jiratsG and pay I 

Is twiee an aetor in a twiifohl play. | 

M'e smile at children when a paiutetl screen 
iSi'C'm^ to their simple eyes a real seene ; 
Ask the poor hireling, who has left his tin-one 
T" scrk the eheerless home he ealls Ins own, 
\\'Iui'Il of his double lives most real seenis, 
Tlir Avorld of solid fact or sc'enio dreams ? 
( 'all vas. or clouds, — the footlights, or tlie spheres,— 
Till' pliiy of two short hours, or seventy years? 
Diiamun! Though Heaven may woo our open 

Tlimii-li iheir closed lids we look on faii-er skies ; 
'l"nnli ii fur other worlds, and hope for this ; 
Tlie .Ikiitiiig fiiUire lends the jiresc^nt's bliss; 
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life is a running shade, with fettered hands. 
That chases phantoms over shifting sands ; 
Death a still spectre on a marble seat, 
With ever clutching palms and shackled feet ; 
The airy shapes that mock lifers slender chain. 
The flying joys he strives to dasp in vain, 
Death only grasps ; to live is to pursue, — 
Dream on I there 's nothing but illusion true ! 



A POEM 

DEDICATION OF THB PITTSFIELD CEMETERY, 8EFTEMBEB 

9,1850 

Angel of Death I extend thy silent reign I 
Stretch thy dark sceptre o'er this new domain / 
No sable car along the winding road 
Has borne to earth its unresisting load ; 
No sudden mound has risen yet to show 
Where the pale slumberer folds his arms below ; 
No marble gleams to bid his memory live 
In the brief lines that hurrying Time can give ; 
Yet, O Destroyer I from thy shrouded throne 
Look on our gift ; this realm is all thine own I 

Fair is the scene ; its sweetness oft beguiled 
From their dim paths the children of the wild ; 
The dark-haired maiden loved its grassy dells. 
The feathered warrior claimed its wooded swells. 
Still on its slopes the ploughman's ridges show 
The pointed flints that left his fatal bow, 
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Clii[i|iprl with rough art and alow harharian toil,— 
Lust of his wrecks that sJrows* tlie alien soil ! 

Here sjii'eail the fifJils th;it heaped their riiioned 

Till the hrown arms of Lahor hehl no more ; 
The H(!yfhe'8 broad meadow with its dusky hluah ; 
The sielde's harvest with its vrlret flush ; 
The fireen-haired maizCi her sillten trcssps laidi 
In Huft hisnriance, on her harsh ht'Oca<le ; 
The LTuiud that swells beneath her fnssinn; pliime; 
The voarser wheat that rolls in lakea of bloom, — 
Its eoral st«uis and luilk-whltc flowers alive 
"Witli tlie wide muniuu's of the scattered liive ; 
Ilerv glowed the apjile with the jiemilled streah 
Of iiMHiilug painted on its southern cheek ; 
The |iL>;ir"s loiij^ iieeklace stmnfrwith goldeu drops, 
Ai-clicd, like tho banian, o'er its pillared props ; 
I lere crejit the gi'owths that paid the lalwi-er's eai-o 
With the eheap liixniies weiilth eousents to spart; ; 
1 lete spniiig tliB healing herbs which could not save 
The iiaiid that reared them from the ueigliboring 
gi'ave. 

Vet idi its varitnT eliarms, fow'ver free 

FviMu t:isk and tribute. Labor yields to theo; 

Nn iiuii<-, when April wheda her fitful rain, 

Tlie -.nwor's hand sliall east its flying grain; 

Nn in.iiv. when Aiitunoi strews the flronin-j leaves, 

The iiiij.,.r's bidid shnll gird its yelhiw sheaves; 

I'-r tti.v nlike the rireling seaaons flow 

Till Ihe lirst blnssi.nis heave the latest snow. 

In 111,' MilT eli>d Iu'luw tlu- whirling drifts. 

In the loose soil the springing herbage lifts. 
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In the hot dust beneath the parching weeds, 
Life's withering flower shall drop its shrivelled 

seeds; 
Its germ entranced in thy unbreathing sleep 
Till what thou sowest mightier angels reap ! 

Spirit of Beauty ! let thy graces blend 
With loveliest Nature all that Art can lend. 
Come from the bowers where Smnmer's life-blood 

flows 
Through the red lips of June's half-open rose. 
Dressed in bright hues, the loving sunshine's dower ; 
For tranquil Nature owns no mourning flower. 

Come from the forest where the beech's screen 
Bars the fierce noonbeam with its flakes of green ; 
Stay the rude axe that bares the shadowy plains. 
Stanch the deep wound that dries the maple's veins. 

Come with the stream whose silver-braided rills 
Fling their unclasping bracelets from the hills, 
Till in one gleam, beneath the forest's wings. 
Melts the white glitter of a hundred springs. 

Come from the steeps where look majestic forth 
From their twin thrones the Giants of the North 
On the huge shapes, that, crouching at their knees, 
Stretch their broad shoulders, rough with shaggy 

trees. 
Through the wide waste of ether, not in vain. 
Their softened gaze shall reach our distant plain ; 
There, while the mourner turns his aching eyes 
On the blue mounds that print the bluer skies, 
Nature shall whisper that the fading view 
Of mightiest grief may wear a heavenly hue. 
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Clienili of Wisdom ! let thy marble pnge 
Lcivvi' its nail lesson, nuw to every iiyi;; 
Tuai'li iia to livi.', not yvuilffiiig every breath 
To tlie chill winils that waft iia on to death, 
But rilling calmly every pulae it warms, 
Ami li'Liijiering gently every word it forma. 
SiTapli of Love! in heavtii's adoring zone, 
XL'iirt;st of all aiiiiinti the central thi'onp, 
AA'hilc with soft hands the pillowed turf we gpreatl 
That soon shall liulil wn in its dreamless bed, 
"With the low wliisiwr, — Who shall first bt? laid 
III flu> dark eliainber's yet unbroken shade? — 
Let tliv sweet radiauee shine relciiidle<l hei-e. 
And ;ill we elieiisli grow iiioi'e tndy di>ar. 
Hurt- in the gates of Death's o'erbanglng vault, 
Ob, fr.'K'b U9 ItindiicKs for our brother's fault : 
Liiv all our wniiig:4 beneath this peaeefnl soil. 
And Itad imr hearts ta Meiry and ita God, 

Fattif.k of all! in Death's relentless claim 
We riad ihy merey by its sterner name ; 
In till' bright flower that decks the solemn bier, 
"W'l- SL'e t!iy gloiy in its narrowed sphere ; 
In tlif deep lessons that afHietion draws, 
We tiiiee thn curves of ihy eneireling lawn j 
liL tin- Imig sigh that sets our spirits free, 
Wr iiwn the love that calls us back to Thee! 

Tlnuiigli the hushed street, along the silent plain. 
Till' -["■■-leal future leads its mourning train, 
P.iik wiili tile shadows of uneonnted bands, 
W iii'Li- niau's wjiite lips and woman's wringing 
iia.ids 
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Track the still burden, rolling slow before, 
That love and kindness can protect no more ; 
The smiling babe that, called to mortal strife. 
Shuts its meek eyes and drops its little life ; 
The drooping child who prays in vain to live. 
And pleads for help its parent cannot give ; 
The pride of beauty stricken in its flower ; 
The strength of manhood broken in an hour ; 
Age in its weakness, bowed by toil and care. 
Traced in sad lines beneath its silvered hair. 

The sun shall set, and heaven's resplendent 
spheres 
Gild the smooth turf unhallowed yet by tears. 
But ah ! how soon the evening stars will shed 
Their sleepless light around the slumbering dead I 

Take them, O Father, in immortal trust ! 
Ashes to ashes, dust to kindred dust. 
Till the last angel rolls the stone away. 
And a new morning brings eternal day ! 



TO GOVERNOR SWAIN 

Deab Governor, if my skiff might brave 
The winds that lift the ocean wave. 
The mountain stream that loops and swerves 
Through my broad meadow's channelled curves 
Should waft me on from bound to bound 
To where the River weds the Sound, 
The Sound should give me to the Sea, 
That to the Bay, the Bay to thee. 
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It may not be ; too long the track 

To follow down or struggle back. 

Tlie sun has set on fair Naushon 

Long ere my western blaze is gone ; 

The ocean disk is rolling dark 

In shadows round your swinging bark, 

While yet tlie yellow sunset fills 

The stream that scarfs my spruce-clad hills ; 

The day-star wakes your island deer 

Long ere my barnyard clianticleer ; 

Your mists are soarinu: in tlic Idue 

AVhile mine ai'e sparks of glittering dew, 

Tt may not be ; oli, would it miglit, 
Could I live o'er tliat 2:lowin<]c niu^ht ! 
What golden liours would come to life, 
Wliat goodly feats of peaceful strife, — 
Such jests, tliat, drained of every joke. 
The very l)ank of language broke, — 
Sucli deeds, tliat Laughter nearly died 
With stitches in his brlted side ; 
AVliili^ Time, caught fast in ]>leasure's chain. 
His double gol)lt*t snapped in twain. 
And stood with half iu cither hand, — 
l)oth hrimming full, — but not of sand! 

It niav not be : T strive in vain 
To hri'iik inv slender household chain, — 
Thrri' ])alis <»f little clas])ini;' hands, 
( )iie Voire, that wliis|)ci-s, not commands. 
]']\i']\ while n<y spii-it ilies awav. 
My L-'entle jaih-rs niiuanur nay; 
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All shapes of elemental wrath 
They raise along my threatened path ; 
The storm grows black, the waters rise. 
The mountains mingle with the skies, 
The mad tornado scoops the ground, 
The midnight robber prowls around, — 
Thus, kissing every limb they tie, 
They draw a knot and heave a sigh. 
Till, fairly netted in the toil. 
My feet are rooted to the soiL 
Only the soaring wish is free ! — 
And that, dear Governor, flies to thee I 

FiTTSnELD, 1851. 



TO AN ENGLISH FRIEND 

The seed that wasteful autumn cast 
To waver on its stormy blast. 
Long o'er the wintry desert tost. 
Its living germ has never lost. 
Dropped by the weary tempest's wing. 
It feels the kindling ray of spring, 
And, starting from its dream of death. 
Pours on the air its perfumed breath. 

So, parted by the rolling flood, 

The love that springs from common blood 

Needs but a single sunlit hour 

Of mingling smiles to bud and flower; 

Unharmed its slumbering life has flown. 

From shore to shore, from zone to zone. 
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Wlu'iT siimjuer's falling roses stwn 
Till' tt'])i(l waves of PontcLartraiii, 
Or where the lichen creeps below 
Katahdin's wreaths of whirling shot 



I 



Though fiery sim and stiffening cold 

A Fa J' ehaugt! the fair ancestral luoiildi 
No winter chills, no summer di 
Tile life-hlood drawn from English veins, 
Si ill hearinp wlieresoc'cr it fiowa 
The h>\'c that with its fountain rose, 
I'liL'lianged by siitiet^, imwTonged by time. 
From age to age, from climu to clime 1 
l(J5i 
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AFTKR A LECTTTRE ON WORDSWORTH 

Co:*rE, spread your wings, as I spread mine, 4 
And leave tJie crowdeil liall I 

For where the eyes of twilight shine 
O'er evening's western wall. 

These are the pleasant Berhshire hills. 
Each with its leafy crown ; 

Hark ! front tlieir sides a thousand rills 
Come singing sweetly down. 

A thousand rills ; tlicy leaji and slune, 
Strained tlu-ough the shadowy nooks, 

Till, fhispoil in many a gathering twine, 
""■— >^well a humh-ed brooks. 
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A hundred brooks, and stOl they run 

With ripple, shade, and gleam. 
Till, clustering all their braids in one. 

They flow a single stream. 

A bracelet spun from mountain mist, 

A silvery sash unwound. 
With ox-bow curve and sinuous twist 

It writhes to reach the Sound. 

This is my bark, — a pygmy's ship ; 

Beneath a child it rolls ; 
Fear not, — one body makes it dip. 

But not a thousand souls. 

Float we the grassy banks between ; 

Without an oar we glide ; 
The meadows, drest in living green. 

Unroll on either side. 

Come, take the book we love so well. 

And let us read and dream 
We see whate'er its pages tell. 

And sail an English stream. 

Up to the clouds the lark has sprung. 

Still trilling as he flies ; 
The linnet sings as there he sung ; 

The unseen cuckoo cries. 

And daisies strew the banks along. 
And yellow kingcups shine. 



■ = her Vi"" ^ 
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As if some wounded eagle's breast. 

Slow throbbing o'er the plain. 
Had left its airy path impressed 

In drops of scarlet rain. 

And hark ! and hark ! the woodland rings ; 

There thrilled the thrush's soul ; 
And look ! that flash of flamy wings, — 

The fire-plumed oriole ! 

Above, the hen-hawk swims and swoops. 
Flung from the bright, blue sky ; 

Below, the robin hops, and whoops 
His piercing, Indian cry. 

Beauty runs virgin in the woods 

Robed in her rustic green. 
And oft a longing thought intrudes. 

As if we might have seen 

Her every finger's every joint 

Kinged with some golden line. 
Poet whom Nature did anoint 1 

Had our ¥dld home been thine. 

Yet think not so ; Old England's blood 

Runs warm in English veins ; 
But wafted o'er the icy flood 

Its better life remains : 

Our children know each wildwood smell. 
The bayberry and the fern. 



-m 



The man who dops not kuow them well 
Is all too olil to luaiTi. 

Be patient! On the hreathing pt^ 
Still pants our Lun'icd past 

Pil^tin am] tioldici-, saint aud sage, 
The poet comes the kst I 

Tlioiigli still the lark-voiced matins ring 
Tlie world has known so long ; 

Thf woud-thriish of the "West shall sing 
Kartli'a last sweet i3Vt'ii-song I 



1 



AFTER A LKCTURE ON HIOORE 

SniNE soft, yc tremliliiig tears of light ^^h 

That strew the Tiioumiiig skies ; ^^^H 

Hushed in thi- silent dews of night ^^| 

The harp of Erin liua. ^^^ 

"\\'l»at though her thousand years hin^e past 

Of poets, saint.s, and kings, — 
Ui'r echoes only htiir tho last 

Tliat swept thiwu giddori strings. 

Flinty o'er his mound, ye star-lit bowers, 

Tlie balmiest wreaths ye wear, 
^\liosc hniuthhas lent your earth-bom flowers 

I leaven's own andirosial air. 



Ihvathe. bird of night, thy softest t 
By shadowy gvuve aud rill ; 
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Thy song will soothe us while we own 
That his was sweeter still. 

Stay, pitying Time, thy foot for him 

Who gave thee swifter wines. 
Nor let iLe envious shadow^ 

The light his glory flings. 

If in his cheek unholy blood 

Burned for one youthful hour, 
'T was but the flushing of the bud 

That blooms a milk-white flower. 

Take him, kind mother, to thy breast. 

Who loved thy smiles so well, 
And spread thy mantle o^er his rest 

Of rose and asphodeL 

The bark has sailed the midnight sea, 

The sea without a shore. 
That waved its parting sign to thee, — 

" A health to thee, Tom Moore 1 " 

And thine, long lingering on the strand, 
Its bright-hued streamers furled. 

Was loosed by age, with trembling hand. 
To seek the silent world. 

Not silent ! no, the radiant stars 

Still singing as they shine, 
Unheard through earth's imprisoning bars. 

Have voices sweet as thine. 
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"Wakp, tlien, in happier realraa above, 

TliC soups ot Ijygonc ye: 
Till aitj^i'ls learn tho^i? ium of love 

That ravished moiUJ t 



KEVS ^^M 

4 



AFTER A LECTURE ON KEATS 



"Purpnr 






The wreath thut star-orowiieil Sbellfy gava 

Is lying »n thy Roman grave. 

Yet on its tiii'f ycmiig April sets I 

Iler store of skinWr violets ; I 

Thiiiigh all the Gods their gaiknila ahaweril 

I too may bring one pnrple flower. 1 

Al;i--> ! wliat blossom shall I briog. 

That ojteiis in my Northern sjiring? 

The garden beds havi; iiU nin wild, i 

So tiiin when I was yet a eliiH ; I 

Flat plantains and unseemly stalks ' 

Have crept acrosH the gravel walks ; 

Tlie vines are dead, long, long ago, 

T!ie ahiiond bnds no longer blow. 

Ni> more iii>nn its mound I see 

The aztire, phmie-boimd fleiir-ile-lis j 

"Wliere oiiee the tidips used to kLow, 

In straggling tufts tlie ])anNiei« p-ow ; 

The grass has tiiienehetl my whiti'-rayed get 

The flowering " Star of Bethlehem," 

Though its long blade of glossy gKien 

Anil iiallid stripe may still lie sei-n. 

Nature, who tre^jls ller iwltles do^Tij. 
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And gives their birthriglit to the down, 
Has sown her base-bom weedy things 
Above the garden's queens and kings. 
Tet one sweet flower of ancient race 
Springs in the old familiar place. 
When snows were melting down the vale, 
And Earth unlaced her icy mail. 
And March his stormy trumpet blew, 
And tender green came peeping through, 
I loved the earhest one to seek 
That broke the soil with emerald beak, 
And watch the trembling bells so blue 
Spread on the colimm as it grew. 
Meek child of earth ! thou wilt not shame 
The sweet, dead poet's holy name ; 
The God of music gave thee birth. 
Called from the crimson-spotted earth. 
Where, sobbing his yoimg hf e away. 
His own fair Hyacmthus lay. 
The hyacinth my garden gave 
Shall lie upon that Roman grave t 



AFTER A LECTURE ON SHELLEY 

One broad, white sail in Spezzia's treacherous bay; 

On comes the blast ; too daring bark, beware ! 
The cloud has clasped her ; lo ! it melts away ; 

The wide, waste waters, but no sail is there. 

Morning : a woman looking on the sea ; 

Midnight : with lamps the long veranda bums ; 
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Come, wanilering sail, they watcli, tlwy bum for 
th.-o ! 
Suns ooini; and go, al;is ! no bark returns. 

Ami fict arc tliroDging ou tlit. piblly sanila, 

\ji 1 torehes fliiiu^ m the wlC(1> t-nts, 
\\ ViL 01 tliL wattrs la\ with icj himb 
Th shipea uphfttit from their eonil graves. 

V.niiU they let-k tht uUl quest is o lt , 

TE (oirso (litkuniuen with tlieii hinging locks. 
And I. in, wild thildieu githir fiom the -^horu 

10 thb bLit.k ho\Lk Itddtd iii tht. ruLks. 

But hmf -itill pn%ed with ngonwmg wid, 

' One on hat look je hfuniig wnftia, yieldt" 

Till Ocaiii, .hslnn,' in hi-, ] inlid ni d 

Kaised tht. iKile Luid n n ln= 1 . I .lurid. 

SI \v f[ >m the ihoip tlie sullen WTi\e« retire ; 

11 Ijiminohhi tl lutnt bliall iliim , 
\ It 1 iptizid hnri in i tliLU d liu 

Ai I Diith shill LF^wn hun with i wTcath o£ 



I';idi', mortal semblance, never to return ; 

S«ift is the eliange w-ithin thy minson shroud; 
Sr;d th.- white ashes in the peaceful urn; 

.\]| il:.e hiis risen in yon silvery cloud. 

Sir,.], wiifve thy gentle Adoriaia lies, 

Wlm-e open page lay "n thy dying heart. 
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Both in the smile of those blue-vaulted sides, 
Earth's fairest dome of all divinest art. 

Breathe for his wandering soul one passing sigh, 
O happier Christian, while thine eye grows 
dim, — 

In all the mansions of the house on high. 
Say not that Mercy has not one for him 1 



AT THE CLOSE OF A COURSE OF LECTURES 

As the voice of the watch to the mariner's dream, 
As the footstep of Spring on the ice-girdled stream, 
There comes a soft footstep, a whisper, to me, — 
The vision is over, — the rivulet free 1 

We have trod from the threshold of turbulent 

March, 
Till the green scarf of April is hung on the larch. 
And down the bright hillside that welcomes the 

day, 
We hear the warm panting of beautif id May. 

We will part before Summer has opened her wing. 
And the bosom of June swells the bodice of Spring, 
While the hope of the season lies fresh in the bud. 
And the young life of Nature runs warm in our 
blood. 

It is but a word, and the chain is unbound. 

The bracelet of steel drops unclasped to the ground ; 
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Xo h:nul sliall rt'platu' it, — it rf sts wlicre it fell, — 
It 13 but one word that we all know too well. 

Yet the hawk with the wildncsa untainted in liia oye. 
If you f i-ee him, stares round ere he springs to the 

The Klavc whom no longer his fetters restrain 
Will turn for a moment and loot at his chain. 

Our parting is not as the frienilsliip of years, 
Tluit (ihokes with the hlessiug it speaks through its 

ti'iirs ; 
"We Ir.ivn walked in a garden, and, looking around, 
Havf iilucked a few leaves from tiie mjTtles we 

fiiuud. 



But iinw at the gat4> of the ganlcn we stand, 
An<I t!ni moment has come for iinelasping tfie liand J 
Will you ilrop it like k-ad, and in silence retreat 
Like ihe twenty erii.shed furnis from an oniiiibua 
HL>:it ? 



■* 



Nay! linld it one moment, — the last we may 

J sti-i'lch it iu kindness, anil not for my fari' ; 
Yuu mav pass througli tlie doorway in rank ot in 

liV, 
ir MJiu- tiekt't from Nature is stamped with a smile. 

l"iir I he sweetest of smiles is the smile .is we part, 
Wliiii ilie light round the lips is a ray from tha 
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And lest a stray tear from its fountain might swell, 
We will seal the bright spring with a quiet fare- 
welL 



THE HUDSON 

AFTER A LECTURE AT ALBANY 

TwAS a vision of childhood that came with its 

dawn, 
Ere the curtain that covered life's day-star was 

drawn ; 
The nurse told the tale when the shadows grew 

long, 
And the mother's soft lullaby breathed it in song. 

"There flows a fair stream by the hills of the 

West," — 
She sang to her boy as he lay on her breast ; 
" Along its smooth margin thy fathers have played ; 
Beside its deep waters their ashes are laid." 

I vrandered afar fix,m the land of my birth, 
I saw the old rivers, renowned upon earth. 
But fancy still painted that wide-flowing stream 
With the many-hued pencil of infancy's dream. 

I saw the green banks of the castle-crowned Rhine, 
Where the grapes drink the moonlight and change 

it to wine ; 
I stood by the Avon, whose waves as they glide 
Still whisper his glory who sleeps at their side. 
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Bui Kij' lipai't woukl still yeam for tlie sound of the 

H'.IVfS 

Tliat sing as tlioy fluw liy my forefatliers' graves i 
If luatibood yet honors my clieek witli a tear, 
I care iiot wlio stiva it, — no blush for tt heie! 

Fai-ewell to the deep-liosomod stream of the West I 
1 liiiig this loosi; hlussuin to Hoat un its breitsl ; 
Nor let the dear love of ita cliildren gi-ow cold. 
Till the t'hauucl is dry where its watci-s have rolled I 

December, 1Sj4. 

THE NEW EDEN 



Scarce could the parting ocean close, 
Suaiufd hy the Mayflower's cleaving how, 

"VVhi-n o'er the- iuggi;il (lesi-rt rose 

The waves that ti'ai;hecl the Pilgrim's plough. 

nun spi-ans from many a vm'k-strowii field 
Tlif riiiplinjj graaa. the niHkling grain, 

Siu'h cirowtlis as English meadows yield 

IVi si:;uity sun and frL'tjiieut rain. i 

]'nit when the fiery daj-a were done, 
Anil .Vntnmn Lraiight his purple haze, 

Tl]i n, Idmllhig in tile slanted .sim, 

'J'iii: Jiillsides gh'jinied witli golden maize. 

'Jill- fond was seant, the fniits wore few: 
A red-stiTali glistening here and there ; 
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Perchance in statelier precincts grew 
Some stem old Puritanic pear. 

Austere in taste, and tougb at core. 

Its unrelenting bulk was shed. 
To ripen in the Pilgrim's store 

When all the siunmer sweets were 6ed« 

Such was his lot, to front the storm 
With iron heart and marble brow. 

Nor ripen till Us earthly form 

Was cast from life's autumnal bough* 

But ever on the bleakest rock 

We bid the brightest beacon glow. 

And still upon the thorniest stock 
The sweetest roses love to blow. 

So on our rude and wintry soil 
We feed the kindling flame of art, 

And steal the tropic's blushing spoil 
To bloom on Nature's ice-clad heart. 

See how the softening Mother's breast 
Warms to her children's patient wiles, — 

Her lips by loving Labor pressed 

Break in a thousand dimpling smiles, 

From when the flushing bud of June 

Dawns with its first auroral hue, 
Till shines the rounded harvest-moon. 

And velvet dahlias drink the dew. 
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Nor these the only gifts she brings ; 

Look where the laboring orchard groans. 
And yields its beryl-threaded strings 

For chestnut burs and heinlock cones. 

Dear though the shadowy maple be, 
And dearer still the whispering pine, 

Dearest yon russet-laden tree 

Browned by the heavy rubbing kine I 

Tliere childhood flung its rustling stone, 
There venturous boyhood learned to climb. 

How well the early graft was kno^\^l 
AVho.se fruit was ripe ere harvest-time 1 

Nor be the Fleming's pride forgol^ 

\\ ith swinging droi)s and drooping bells, 

FreckliMl and splashed with streak and spot, 
Ou the warm-breasted, sloping swells ; 

Nor Persia's painted garden-queen, — 
Frail Houri of the trellised wall, — 

Ilcr (lee])-eleft bosom scarfed with green, — 
Fullest to see, and first to fall. 



A\ lien man ])rovokt'(l lils mortal doom, 
And Kdi'U trembled as lie fell, 

A\ lull hlossoms sii^licd tliclr la^t perfume. 
And bianelies waved their loii^* farewell. 
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One sucker crept beneath the gate, 
One seed was wafted o'er the wall. 

One bough sustained his trembling weight i 
These left the garden, — these were alL 

And far o'«r many a distant zone 

These wrecks of Eden still are flung: 

The fruits that Paradise hath known 
Are stiU in earthly gardens hung. 

Yes, by our o^ unstoried stream 
The pink-white apple-blossoms burst 

That saw the young Euphrates gleam, -^ 
That Gihon's circling watei*s nursed. 

For us the ambrosial pear displays 
The wealth its arching branches hold. 

Bathed by a hundred summery days 
In floods of mingling fire and g^ld. 

And here, where beauty's cheek of flame 
With morning's earliest beam is fed. 

The sunset-painted peach may claim 
To rival its celestial red. 



What though in some unmoistened vale 
The summer leaf grow brown and sere. 

Say, shall our star of promise fail 
That circles half the rolling sphere. 



136 SONGS IN MANY KEYS 

From beaches salt ^\^tll bitter spray, 
OVr prairies green with softest rain, 

And ridges bright with evening's ray, 
To rocks that shade the stormless main? 

If by our slender-threaded streams 
The blade and leaf and blossom die, 

If, drained by noontide's parching beams. 
The milky veins of Nature dry, 

See, with her swelling bosom bare, 
Yon wild-eyed Sister in the ^yest, — 

The ring of Empire round her hair, 
The Indian's wampum on her breast 1 

^ye saw the August sun descend. 
Day after day, with blood-red stain. 

And tlie blue mountains dimly blend 

With smoke-wreaths from the burning plai 



Beneath the hot Sirocco's winjrs 

A\ e sat and told tlie withering hours. 

Till licavcn unsealed its hoarded springs, 
A\\i\ bade them leap in flashing showers. 

Yet in our Ishinaers thirst we knew 
Tlu' in(u<*\ of tile Sovi^'eiLin hand 

A\'(>ul(l ])()ur the fountain's (juickening dew 
To feed some harvest of tlie land. 

No flainiii<'' swords of wratli surround 
Our second Garden of the IMest ; 
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It spreads beyond its rocky bound, 
It climbs Nevada's glittering crest. 

God keep the tempter from its gate ! 

Gbd shield the children, lest they fall 
From their stem fathers' free estate, — 

Till Ocean is its only wall ! 



SEMI-CENTENNIAL CELEBRATION OF THE 
NEW ENGLAND SOCIETY 

NEW YORK, DECEMBER 22, 1855 

New England, we love thee ; no time can erase 
From the hearts of thy children the smile on thy 

face. 
T is the mother's fond look of affection and pride, 
As she gives her fair son to the arms of his bride. 

His bride may be fresher in beauty's young flower ; 
She may blaze in the jewels she brings with her 

dower. 
But passion must chill in Time's pitiless blast ; 
The one that first loved us will love to the last. 

You have left the dear land of the lake and the 

hiU, 
But its winds and its waters will talk with you stilL 
"Forget not," they whisper, "your love is our 

debt,'* 
And echo breathes softly, " We never forget.** 

The banquet's gay splendors are gleaming around. 



238 SONGS IN MANY SS 

But your hearts liave flown back o'er the waves o£ 

tlie Siiuiid ; 
They liuvo found the hrowii home ^vliei'e tlielr 

l)ulses were horn ; 
They are thi-ohbing their way through the trees and 

the corn. 

There are voofs you remember, — their gloiy is 

fleil; 
Tliei'e are mounds in the churchyard, — one sigh 

for the dead, 
Tlierc ai-e wrecks, there are ruins, all scattered 

:iT'()und i 
But Knilh lias no spot like that corner of ground. 

Come, ht us he eheerful. — rcniemhor la-*t night. 
ilow t he V cheered us, and — never miud^ — meant 

it all n'ght j 
To-uiglit, we harm nothing, — we love in the lumn ; ' 
Ilei'c's :i btuuiier to ilaiue, iu the juice of the 

pumji ! 

Here 's to all the good peojile. wherever they he, 
"Who have gi-owii ill tile shade of tlic Hhevtj'-tree ; 
\Vr all hive its h-nvei, ami its hlnssoiuK nnd fruit, 
IJut }iLay have a care of the fence round its root, 

"\V,. .li,.nld like to talk lug ; it 'a a kind of a right. 
When tJu' tongue luis got loose and the waistband 

growii tight ; 
But, :i-: jnetty Miss Prudence i-emarked to her 

Uii il-^ iiwu heap of compost no hiddy should crow. 




FAREWELL 239 

Enongh I There are genUemen waiting to talk^ 
Whose words are to mine as the flower to the stalk. 
Stand by your old mother whatever befall ; 
God bless all her children I CKx>d night to you all I 



FAREWELL 

TO J. B. LOWBLL 

Farewell, for the bark has her breast to the tide, 
And the rough arms of Ocean are stretched for his 

bride ; 
The winds from the mountain stream over the bay ; 
One clasp of the hand, then away and away I 

I see the tail mast as it rocks by the shore ; 
The sun is declining, I see it once more ; 
To-day like the blade in a thick-waving field. 
To-morrow the spike on a Highlander's shield. 

Alone, while the cloud pours its treacherous breath, 
With the blue lips all round her whose kisses are 

death ; 
Ah, think not the breeze that is urging her sail 
Has left her unaided to strive with the gale. 

There are hopes that play round her, like fires on 

the mast, 
That will light the dark hour till its danger has 

past; 
There are prayers that will plead with the storm 

when it raves, 
And whisper " Be still 1 " to the turbulent waves. 
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Nay, think not that Frienilsliip has called us in 

Til join the fair ring ere we break it again ; 
There in strength in its circle, — you lose the bright 

But its sisters still chain it, though shining afar. 

I give van one health in the jnicc of the \"ine, 
Tlie TjIixmI of the \Tiicyanl shall mingle with 

Thus, thus let us drain the last dew-ilrojis of gold, , 
As we emp^ our huart!! of the blessings they 
hold. 
April 20, 1Sj5. 



FOR THE BIEETING OF THE BURNS CLUB 



Tlli; mountains glitter in the snow 

A thousand leagues asiiiuler ; 
Yit here, amid the banquet's glow, 

I hear their voice of tluuider ; 
lOaeh giant's ice-bound goblet clinks ; 

A flowing stream in summoned; 
"Wachusett to Ben Xcvis drinks ; 

ilonadnoek to Ben Lomond 1 

Tliouijh years have elijijied the eagle's plume 
Tliat crowned the chieftain's bonnet, 

Tlir sini still sees the heather bloom, 
The silver mists lie on it; 



J 
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With tartan kilt and philibeg, 

What stride was ever bolder 
Than his who showed the naked 1^ 

Beneath the plaided shoulder? 

The echoes sleep on Cheviot's hills. 

That heard the bugles blowing 
When down their sides the crimson rills 

With mingled blood were flowing ; 
The hunts where gallant hearts were game, 

The slashing on the border, 
The raid that swooped with sword and flame. 

Give place to " law and order." 

Kot while the rocking steeples reel 

With midnight tocsins ringing, 
Not while the crashing war-notes peal, 

God sets his poets singing ; 
The bird is silent in the night, 

Or shrieks a cry of warning 
While fluttering round the beacon-light, — 

But hear him greet the morning I 

The lark of Scotia's morning sky ! 

Whose voice may sing his praises? 
With Heaven's own sunlight in his eye. 

He walked among the daisies, 
Till through the cloud of fortune's wrong 

He soared to flelds of glory ; 
But left his land her sweetest song 

And earth her saddest story. 



i 




Listen not to iiUe questions 

If its bands may be untied ; 
Doiiltt the patriot whose suggestions 

Sti'ive a uatioa to <Iivide 1 " 

Father' Wc, whose ears have tingled 

\Yith the discoi'd-uotes of shame, — 
We, wliuse sires their blood have mingled 

In the battle's tlninJei'-flniue, — 
Gathering, while this holy n 

Lights the land fi-oni sea to sua. 
Hear tliy toiinsel, heed thy waruing; 

Trust iia, while we honor thee I 



BIRTi!D,\Y OF DANIEL WEBSTER 
jANUARv 18, lesa 

WiiF.s life hath run its largest round 
Of tiiil and triumph, joy and woe, 

How bi'iuf a storied page is found 
Tu t'ljiopaas all ita outward show! 

The W.1 ill] -tried sailor tires and droops i 

His i\:i^ is rent, his keel forgot; 
His fuillu'st voyages seem but loops 

That Boat from life's entangled knot. 

Bii! whi'u within the narrow space 

Si.iiir larger soul hath lived and wrought, 

^\ !iii-->; ,-i^lit was opL'n to embrace 

Tin.' Ijumullessrealiusof deed and thought, — 
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When, stricken by the freezing blast, 

A nation's living pillars fall, 
How rich the storied page, how vast, 

A word, a whisper, can recall I 

No medal lifts its fretted face. 

Nor speaking marble cheats yonr eye. 

Yet, while these pictured lines I trace, 
A living image passes by : 

A roof beneath the mountain pines ; 

The cloisters of a hill-girt plain ; 
The front of life's embattled lines ; 

A mound beside the heaving main. 

These are the scenes i~ a boy appears ; 

Set life's round dial in the sun. 
Count the swift arc of seventy years. 

His frame is dust ; his task is done. 

Yet pause upon the noontide hour. 

Ere the declining sun has laid 
His bleaching rays on manhood's power. 

And look upon the mighly shade. 

No gloom that stately shape can hide. 
No change uncrown its brow ; behold I 

Dark, calm, large-fronted, lightning-eyed. 
Earth has no double from its mould I 

Ere from the fields by valor won 
The battle-smoke had rolled away. 
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And bared tlie blooil-red setting Bun, 

His vycs were opened on the day. 

His land was but a shelving strip 

Bl^i'k witli tlic sti'ife that made it free; 
He lu't'il to Bee its banners Jip 
Tticii- fringes in the Western sea. 

Tlie boundless praiwes learned bis nniue. 
His wiirils the niouutiiin t.'clioes knew, 

The Kurtbern breezes swept lus fame 
Fruiii icy lake to wann bayou. 

In ti lil be lived ; in peace lie died ; 

AA'liin life's full oyele was complete, 
Put nIT bis i-obes of )iawer and pride, 

And laid tlicm at bis Master's feet. 

His rest is by the stonn-swept waves 

AVhuiu life's wild tempests roughly tried, 

"Wlinsc heart was like tlie streaming caves 
Of "t'l'aii, throbbing at his siile. 

Death', cold white hand is like the snow 
Lrdd Miftly on tlie furrowed hill. 

It hiilrs the broken seams below, 

Ami haves tlie summit brighter stilL 

111 viiiii t!ie emioiis tongue upbraids; 

Ili^ name a nation's heart shall keep 
Till Tii'.niing's latest sunlight fades 

Oh tho blue tablet of the deepi 
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THE VOICELESS 

We count the broken lyres that rest 

Where the sweet wailing singers slumber, 
But o'er their silent sister's breast 

The wild-flowers who will stoop to number? 
A few can touch the magic string, 

And noisy Fame is proud to win them : — 
Alas for those that never sing. 

But die with all their music in them I 

Nay, grieve not for the dead alone 

Whose song has told their hearts' sad story, — 
Weep for the voiceless, who have known 

The cross without the crown of glory 1 
Not where Leucadian breezes sweep 

O'er Sappho's memory-haimted billow, 
But where the glistening night-dews weep 

On nameless sorrow's churchyard pillow. 

O hearts that break and give no sign 

Save whitening lip and fading tresses, 
Till Death pours out his longed-for wine 

Slow-dropped from Misery's crushing presses, - 
If singing breath or echoing chord 

To every hidden pang were given, 
What endless melodies were poured, 

As sad as earth, as sweet as heaven 1 
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THE TWO STREAMS 

Behold the rocky wall 
That dowTti its sloping sides 
Pours the swift rain-drops, blending, as they fall, 
111 rusliing river-tides I 

Yon stream, whose sources run 
Turned by a pebble's edge, 
Is Athabasca, rolling toward the sun 
Tlirough the cleft mountain-ledge. 

The slender rill had strayed. 
But for the slanting stone. 
To evening's ocean, with the tangled braid 
Of foam-flecked Oregon. 

So from the heights of Will 
Life\s parting stream descends, 
Anil, as a nioment turns its slender rill. 
Each widening torrent bends, — 

I'roin the same cradle's side, 
I'lom the same mother's knee, — 
Oiir to loniL;' darkness and the frozen tide, 
One to the Peaceful Sea ! 
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THE PROMISE 

Not chariiy we ask. 
Nor yet thy gift refuse ; 
Please thy light fancy with the easy task 
Only to look and choose. 

The little-heeded toy 
That wins thy treasured gold 
May be the dearest memory, holiest joy, 
Of coming years untold. 

Heaven rains on every heart, 
But there its showers divide, 
The drops of mercy choosing, as they part, 
The dark or glowing side. 

One kindly deed may turn 
The fountain of thy soul 
To love's sweet day-star, that shall o'er thee bum 
Long as its currents roll I 

The pleasures thou hast planned, — 
Where shall their memory be 
When the white angel with the freezing hand 
Shall sit and watch by thee ? 

Living, thou dost not live, 
If mercy's spring run dry ; 
What Heaven has lent thee wilt thou freely give. 
Dying, thou shalt not die I 
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He promised even so ! 
To thee his lips repeat, — 
Behold, the tears that soothed thy sister's woe 
Have washed thy Master's feet 1 

March 20, 1859. 



AVIS 

I MAY not rightly call thy name, — 

ALis ! thy forehead never laiew 
The kiss that happier children claim, 

Nor glistened with baptismal dew. 

Daui^hter of want and wrong and woe, 

I saw thee with thv sister-band, 
Snatched from the whirlpool's narrowing flow 

By Mercy's strong yet trembling hand. 

" Avis I " — AVith Saxon eve and cheek, 
.Vt once a woman and a child. 
The saint uuci'owned 1 came to seek 

Drew near to greet us, — sj)oke, and smiled. 

( i()(l ^ave that sweet sad smile she wore 
All wroui;' to shame, all souls to win, — 

A he:iveulv sun1)eam seut before 

Her t'ootste])s through a world of sin. 

'' And '\]io Is Avis?'' — Hear tlu^ tide 

Tlir calm-voieed matrous iiTavelv tell, — 
The >torv known tln'ouLili all tlu^ vale 
A\ iierc .Vvis and her sisters dwclL 
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With the lost children running wild, 
Strayed from the hand of human care, 

They find one little refuse child 
Left helpless in its poisoned lair. 

The primal mark is on her face, — 
The chattel-4itamp, — the pariah-stain 

That follows still her hunted race, — 
The curse without the crime of Cain. 

How shall our smooth-turned phrase relate 

The little suffering outcast's ail ? 
Not Lazarus at the rich man's gate 

So turned the rose-wreathed revellers pale. 

Ah, veil the living death from sight 
That wounds our beauty-loving eye I 

The children turn in selfish fright. 
The white-lipped nurses hurry by. 

Take her, dread Angel ! Break in love 
This bruised reed and make it thine I '- 

No voice descended from above. 
But Avis answered, ^^ She is mine." 

The task that dainiy menials spurn 
The fair young girl has made her own ; 

Her heart shall teach, her hand shall learn 
The toils, the duties yet unknown. 

So Love and Death in lingering strife 
Stand face to face from day to day. 
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Still l)attling for the spoil of Life 
AVhile the slow seasons creep away. 

Love conquers Death ; the prize is won ; 

See to her joyous bosom pressed 
The dusky daughter of the sun, — 

The bronze against the marble breast ! 

Her task is done ; no voice divine 

Has crowned her deeds with saintly fame. 

No eve can see the aureole shine 

That rings her brow with heavenly flame. 

Yet what has holy page more sweet, 
Or what had woman's love more fair, 

When Mary clasped her Saviour's feet 
AVith flowing eyes and streaming hair ? 

Mct'k child of sorrow, walk unknown, 
The xVngel of that earthly throng, 

And let tliiue image live alone 
To hallow this unstudied song! 



THE LIVING TEMPLE 

Not in tlic world of li^lit alono, 

ANIktc (to(] lias built his hlaziiiLT throne. 

Nor V'v't aloiu' in uartli Ik'Iow, 

^\ itli l)»'lt('(l sras that come and go, 

A]\d cndli'ss isles of sunlit green, 

Ls all thy Makers glory seen : 
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Look in upon thy wondrous frame, — 
Eternal wisdom still the same I 

The smooth, soft air with pulse-like waves 
Flows murmuring through its hidden caves. 
Whose streams of brightening purple rush. 
Fired with a new and livelier blush. 
While all their burden of decay 
The ebbing current steals away, 
And red with Nature's flame they start 
Fr«m the warm fountains of the heart 

No rest that throbbing slave may ask. 
Forever quivering o'er his task. 
While far and wide a crimson jet 
Leaps forth to fill the woven net 
Which in unnumbered crossing tides 
The flood of burning life divides, 
Then, kindling each decaying part, 
Creeps back to find the throbbing heart. 

But warmed with that unchanging flame 
Behold the outward moving frame. 
Its living marbles jointed strong 
With glistening band and silvery thong. 
And linked to reason's guiding reins 
By myriad rings in trembling chains. 
Each graven with the threaded zone 
Which claims it as the master's own. 

See how yon beam of seeming white 
Is braided out of seven-hued light. 
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Yet in those lucid globes no ray 
By any chance shall break astray. 
Hark how the rolling surge of sound, 
Arches and spirals circling round, 
Wakes the hushed spirit through thine ea 
With music it is heaven to hear. 

Then mark the cloven sphere that holds 
All thought in its mysterious folds ; 
That feels sensation's faintest thrill, 
And flashes forth the sovereign will ; 
Tliink on the stormy worhl that dwells 
Locked in its dim and clustering cells ! 
Tlie lightning gleams of power it sheds 
Along its hollow glassy thi'cads ! 

O Father ! grant thy love divine 
To make these mystic temples thine ! 
Wlien wasting age and wearying strife 
Have sap])ed the leaning walls of life, 
Wlieii darkness galliers ovm' all, 
And the hist tottering ])ilhirs fall, 
Take the ])()or dust thy mercy warms, 
And mould it into heavenly forms ! 



AT A BIRTHDAY FESTIVAL 

TO J. li. LOWELL 

We will not speak of yi^ars to-night, - 
For what liavc vears to brin<r 

But lai'LT^T floods of love and light, 
And sweeter soni:s to sinir? 
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We will not drown in wordy praise 

The kindly thoughts that rise ; 
If Friendship own one tender phrase, 

He reads it in our eyes. 

We need not waste our school-boy art 

To gild this notch of Time ; — 
Forgive me if my wayward heart 

Heus throbbed in artless rhyme. 

Enough for him the silent grasp 

That knits us hand in hand. 
And he the bracelet's radiant clasp 

That locks our circling band. 

Strength to his hours of manly toil I 

Peace to his starlit dreams ! 
Who loves alike the furrowed soil. 

The music-haunted streams I 

Sweet smiles to keep forever bright 

The sunshine on his lips. 
And faith that sees the ring of light 

Bound nature's last eclipse I 

February 22, 1859. 
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A BIRTHDAY TRIBUTE 

TO J. F. CLARKE 

AVrio is the shepherd sent to lead, 

Through pastures green, the Master's sheep? 
AVhat guileless " Israelite indeed " 

The folded flock may watch and keep ? 

lie who with manliest spirit joins 
The heart of gentlest human mould, 

AVith burning light and girded loins. 
To guide the flock, or watch the fold ; 

True to all Truth the world denies. 
Not tongue-tied for its gilded sin ; 

.Not always right in all men's eyes. 
But faithful to the light within ; 

A\'lio asks no meed of eartlilv fame, 
Who knows no earthly master's call, 

AVln> lu)])os for man, through guilt and shame, 
Still answering, '' God is over all '' ; 

W'lio makes anotlier's grief his own, 
W hose smile lends joy a double cheer; 

AVIuTc lives tlie saint, if such be Ivuown ? — 
Speak softlv, — such an one is here ! 

() fait) if ul slie})herd ! thou hast borne 
The heat and burden of the day ; 
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Yetf o'er thee, bright with beams unshorn, 
The sun still shows thine onward way. 

To thee our fragrant love we bring. 
In buds that April half displays, 

Sweet first-bom angels of the spring. 
Caught in their opening hymn of praise. 

What though our faltering accents fail. 
Our captives know their message well. 

Our words unbreathed their lips exhale. 
And sigh more love than ours can telL 

April 4, 186a 



THE GRAY CHIEF 

FOB THB MEETINa OF THE MASSACHUSETTS MEDICAL 

SOCIETY, 1859 

'T IS sweet to fight our battles o*er. 

And crown with honest praise 
The gray old chief, who strikes no more 

The blow of better days. 

Before the true and trusted sage 

With willing hearts we bend. 
When years have touched with hallowing age 

Our Master, Ouide, and Friend. 

For all his manhood's labor past, 

For love and faith long tried. 
His age is honored to the last. 

Though strength and will have died. 
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But when, untamed by toil and strife, 
Full in our front he stands, 

The torch of light, the shield of life, 
Still lifted in his hands, 

No temple, though its walls resound 
With bursts of ringing cheers, 

Can hold the honors that surround 
His manhood's twice-told years ! 



THE LAST LOOK 

W. W. SWAIN 

Beitold — not him we knew ! 
Tliis was the ]>rison which his soul looked throuj 
Tender, and brave, and true. 

TTis voice no more is heard ; 
AikI Ills (U^ad name — that dear familiar word — 
Lies on our lips unstirred. 

lie s])ako with ])oet\s tongue ; 
Li\ iul,^ for liini the minstrers l}Te was stnmg: 
Ilr sliall not die unsung I 

(irlcf tried his love, and pain; 
Ami tin* lonir l)on(laLre of his niartvr-chain 
\r\c(\ liis sweet soul, — in vain I 

It felt life's surges break, 
As. i;lrt with stormy seas, his island lake, 
Smiling while teui})ests wake. 
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How can we sorrow more ? 
Grieve not for him whose heart had gone before 
To that mitrodden shore I 

Lo, through its leafy screen, 
A gleam of sunlight on a ring of green* 
Untrodden, half unseen I 

Here let his body rest. 
Where the calm shadows that his soul loved best 
May slide above his breast 

Smooth his uncurtained bed ; 
And if some natural tears are softly shed. 
It is not for the dead. 

Fold the green turf aright 
For the long hours before the morning's light, 
And say the last Good Night I 

And plant a clear white stone 
Close by those mounds which hold his loved, his 
own, — 
Lonely, but not alone. 

Here let him sleeping lie, 
Till Heaven's bright watchers slumber in the 
sky 
And Death himself shall die I 

Nacshon, September 22, 1858. 
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N MEMORY OF CHARLES WENTWOl 

UPHAM, JR. 

He was all sunshine ; in his face 
The very soul of sweetness slione ; 

Fairest and gentlest of his race ; 
None like him we can call our own. 

Something there was of one that died 
In her fresh spring-time long ago, 

Our first dear Mary, angel-eyed, 
Whose smile it was a bliss to know. 

Something of her whose love imparts 
Such radiance to her day's decline, 

We feel its twilight in our hearts 
Briglit as the earliest morning-shine. 

Y(^t richer sti*ains our eye coukl trace 
That ma(h^ our phiiuer moukl more fai 

That curved the lip with lia]i])ier grace, 
That waved the soft and silken hair. 

Dust unto dust! tht' li})s are still 
Tluit only spoke to cheer and bless ; 

Tlio folded IkukIs lie wliite and chill 
Uiu lasped from sorrow's last caress. 

Leave him in ])eace : he will not heed 
These idle tears we vainly pour, 
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(rive back to earth the fading weed 
Of mortal shape his spirit wore. 

** Shall I not weep my heartstrings torn. 
My flower of love that falls half blown. 
My youth uncrowned, my life forlorn, 
A thorny path to walk alone ? " 

O Mary I one who bore thy name. 
Whose Friend and Master was divine. 

Sat waiting silent tiU He came. 

Bowed down in speechless grief like thine. 

" Where have ye laid him ? '* " Come," they say, 
Pointing to where the loved one slept ; 
Weeping, the sister led the way, — 
And, seeing Mary, ^^ Jesus wept." 



He weeps with thee, with all that mourn. 
And He shall wipe thy streaming eyes 

Who knew all sorrows, woman-bom, — 
Trust in his word ; thy dead shall rise I 

April 15, 186a 

MARTHA 

DIED JANX7ABY 7, 1861 

Sexton I Martha 's dead and gone ; 

Toll the belli toll the belli 
Her weary hands their labor cease ; 
Good night, poor Martha, — sleep in peace 1 
ToUthebeUI 



ScstonI JIartha's <lea<] and goue; ^M 
Toll the bc-ll ! toU tlie boll ! M 

For many a year has irai'tha said, 
" 1 'm old and pour, — would 1 were dead 1 " 
ToUthelieU! 

Sexton ! Martha 'b dead and gone ; 

ToU the bell! toll the bell! 
81ip '11 brlnrf no nioiv, by day or n!ght.r| 

Iler baslcet full of lineu whiU;. 
TolltliebeU! 

Sextnn ! Jlarllia "s dead and gone ; 

Toll llio boll : t.ill tli.-li.-ll! 
'T is fitting she shoitld lie bi-low 
A pure white sheet of drifted anow. 

ToUthek-UI J 

Sextonl Marllm's doad and fjonej ^ 

Toll the l.t-11 : toUlhf U-ll! 
Sleoji, Martha, wk-cii. to ^vrlkl' in light, 
"Wliei'f all the roliosare staink-ss white. 
ToU the boU ! 



JIEETING OF THE ALUMNI OF HAKVARD 
COLLEGE 



I TH \Niv vou, Mii. PRESiDF.yr, you 've Idndly broko 
tho ;<■(>; 

ViitTK- sboidil always Ix- the first, — I 'm only Sec- 
ond Vice — 
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(A vice is something with a screw that 's made to 

hold its jaw 
Till some old file has played away upon an ancient 

saw). 

Sweet brothers by the Mother's side, the babes of 

days gone by. 
All nurslings of her Juno breasts whose milk is 

never dry, 
We come again, like half-grown boys, and gather at 

her beck 
About her knees, and on her lap, and clinging 

round her neck. 

We find her at her stately door, and in her ancient 

chair, 
Dressed in the robes of red and green she always 

loved to wear. 
Her eye has all its radiant youth, her cheek its 

morning flame ; 
We drop our roses as we go, hers flourish still the 

same. 

Wo have been playing many an hour, and far away 

we Ve strayed, 
Some laughing in the cheerful sun, some lingering 

in the shade ; 
And some have tired, and laid them down where 

darker shadows fall, — 
Dear as her loving voice may be, they cannot hear 

its call. 
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AVliat miles we 've travelled sincG wc shook the 

(!ew^l^ops from our shoes 
We giithei-eil on this claasio green, so famed for 

heavy dues ! 
How luauy boys have joined the game, how many 

sliiipod away, 
Since wu 've been running uj) and down, and liav- 

ing out our play ! 

One hoy at work with hook aud bi-ief, and one 

with gown and band. 
One aailiug vessels on the jiool, one digging in the 

sand, 
One flying paper kites on change, one planting 

"little piUs, — 
The seedsj of eei-tain annual flowers well kjiown as 

little bills. 

"What maidens met us on our way, and clasjJed us 

hand iu hand ! 
What cherubs, — not Ibe k-gliiss kind, that fly, but 

never stand I 
How many a youthfid head we 've seen put on its 

silver c^ow^l ! 
What siuhU'U changes back again to youth's em- 

puii)letl brown ! 

ISnt ]":iiier sights have met our eyes, and broader 

il\'hts liave shone, 
8iiif.' others lit their midnight lamps where once 

A tbuiisaiid trains that flap this sky with flags of 
rushing fire. 
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And, throbbing in the Thunderer's hand, Thought's 
million-ehorded lyre. 

We Ve seen the sparks of £mpire fly beyond the 

mountain bars, 
TiU, glittering o'er the Western wave, they joined 

the setting stars ; 
And ocean trodden into paths that trampling giants 

ford, 
To find the planet's vertebrae and sink its spinal cord. 

We ' ve tried reform, — and chloroform, — and both 

have turned our brain ; 
When France called up the photograph, we roused 

the foe to pain ; 
Just so those earlier sages shared the chaplet of 

renown, — 
Hers sent a bladder to the clouds, ours brought 

their Ughtning down. 

We 've seen the little tricks of life, its varnish and 
veneer, 

Its stucco-fronts of character flake off and dis- 
appear. 

We 've learned that oft the brownest hands will 
heap the biggest pile. 

And met with many a ^^ perfect brick " beneath a 
rimless " tile." 

What dreams we 've had of deathless name, as 

scholars, statesmen, bards. 
While Fame, the lady with the trump, held up her 

picture cards ! 
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Till, Iiaving nearly ]ilay(.-(l our {^amc, she gayly 

whispeiv (I, " All ! 
I said you should lie soiiii'ihiiig giaml. — you'll 

soou be grandpapa." 

"Well, woll, the olil have had tUeir tlay, Oie yoinig 

must take tht'ir turn ; 
Tlici-f's somelhiiig always to forget, ami something 

titill to leaiii ; 
But liiiw to tell wliat'3 olil ur young, the taiM-oot 

from the sjii'tg^, 
Siiiec Florida re\'ealcil htr fount to Ponee ile Leon 

The widest was a Freshnjan once, ju.st freed from 

har and Ixilt, 
As noisy as a kettle-i.truiii, as leggy as a rolt ; 
Don't he too Havagf with the hoys, — the Pi-iuier 

does not say 
Tlie kitten ought to go to church bceause the cat 

doth prey. 

The law of nient and of age is not the ruli; of 

X--II '■'•iiftat that A. M.ninst ]>i-oveas husya.s A.IJ. 
"Wliiu Wise llio father tracked the sou, balloouing 

iiirougii tlu' skies, 
lie taui;i[t a h-ssrui to the old, — go tliou and do 

likewise! 

iSow ilii'n, old boys, and reverend youth, of Ligli ot 
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Bemember how we only get one annual out of 

three, 
And such as dare to simmer down three dinners 

into one 
Must cut their salads mighty short, and pepper 

well with fan. 

I 'ye passed my zenith long ago, it 's time for me to 

set; 
A dozen planets wait to shine, and I am lingering 

yet, 

As sometimes in the blaze of day amilk-and-watery 

moon 
Stains with its dim and fading ray the lustrous 

blue of noon. 

Farewell I yet let one echo rise to shake our an- 
cient haU ; 

God save the Queen, — whose throne is here, — the 
Mother of us all ! 

Till dawns the great commencement-day on every 
shore and sea. 

And ^^ Expectantur '' all mankind, to take their 
last Degree ! 



THE PARTING SONG 

FESTIVAL OP THE ALUMNI, 1857 

The noon of summer sheds its ray 
On Harvard's holy ground ; 

The Matron calls, the sons obey. 
And gather smiling round. 
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CHORUS. 

Then old and young together stand, 

The sunshine and the snow, 
As heart to heai*t, and hand in hand, 

We sing before we go ! 

Her hundred opening doors have swung ; 

Through every storied hall 
The pealing echoes loud have rung, 

'* Tlu'ice welcome one and all ! " 
Then old and young, etc. 

We floated through her peaceful bay, 

To sail life's stormy seas ; 
But left our anchor where it lay 

Beneath her green old trees. 
Then old and young, etc. 

As now we lift its lengthening chain, 

That held us fast of old. 
The rusted rings grow bright again, — 

Their iron turns to gold. 

Then old and vounj:^, etc. 

Though scattered ere tlie setting sun, 
As leaves when wild winds blow. 

Our home is here, our hearts are one, 
Till C'hailes forii-els to ilow. 
Then oid and vouuir, etc. 
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FOB THE MEETING OF THE NATIONAL 
SANH^ARY ASSOCIATION 

1860 

What makes the Healing Art divine ? 

The bitter drug we buy and sell, 
The brands that scorch, the blades that shine. 

The scars we leave, the " cures " we tell ? 

Are these thy glories, holiest Art, — 
The trophies that adorn thee best, — 

Or but thy triumph's meanest part, — 
Where mortal weakness stands confessed ? 

We take the arms that Heaven supplies 
For Life's long battle with Disease, 

Taught by our various need to prize 
Our frailest weapons, even these. 

But ah 1 when Science drops her shield — 
Its peaceful shelter proved in vain — 

And bares her snow-white arm to wield 
The sad, stem ministry of pain; 

When shuddering o'er the fount of life. 
She folds her heaven-anointed wings, 

To lift unmoved the glittering knife 
That searches all its crimson springs ; 

When, faithful to her ancient lore. 
She thrusts aside her fragrant balm 




■' , 1 arc S'^^'^ 

".„a«tel« of" .,«„!; tor. 
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And lo I the starry folds reveal 

The blazoned truth we hold so dear : 

To guard is better than to heal, — 
The shield is nobler than the spear I 



FOB THE BURNS CENTENNIAL CELEBRA- 
TION 

JANX7ABY 25, 1859 

His birthday. — Nay, we need not speak 
The name each heart is beating, — 

Each glistening eye and flushing cheek 
In light and flame repeating I 

We come in one tumultuous tide, — 

One surge of wild emotion, — 
As crowding through the Frith of Clyde 

Bolls in the Western Ocean; 

As when yon cloudless, quartered moon 

Hangs o'er each storied river. 
The swelling breasts of Ayr and Doon 

With seargreen wavelets quiver. 

The century shrivels like a scroll, — 

The past becomes the present, — 
And face to face, and soul to soul. 

We greet the monarch-peasant. 

While Shenstone strained in feeble flights 
With Corydon and Phillis, — 
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Wliile Wolfe was climbing Abraham's heights 
To snatch the Boui'bon lilies, — 

Wlio heard the wailing infant's cry. 

The babe beneath the sheeling, 
Whose song to-night in every sky 

Will shake earth's starry ceiling, — 

Whose passion-breathing voice ascends 

And floats like incense o'er lis, 
Wliose ringing lay of friendship blends 

With labor's aii\dl chorus? 

We love him, not for sweetest song, 

Though never tone so tender ; 
We l(3ve him, even in his wrong, — 

11 is wasteful self -surrender. 

A\ e praise him, not for gifts divine, — 
His Muse was born of woman, — 

His manhood breathes in every line, — 
A\ as ever heart more human? 

AVt' love him, praise him, just for this: 

In every form and feature, 
T]n(niij;h weahh and want, through woe and bliss, 

I le saw his fellow-ereature I 

}s() soul eould sink ben(\'ith his love, — 

Not even aui^el ])lasted ; 
^o inoi'tal ]K)wer eould soar Jibovc 

Tlie pride that all outlasted ! 
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Ay I Heaven had set one living man 

Beyond the pedant's tether, — 
His virtues, frailties, He may scan. 

Who weighs them all together I 

I fling my pebble on the cairn 
Of him, though dead, undying ; 

Sweet Nature's nursling, bonniest bairn 
Beneath her daisies lying. 

The waning suns, the wasting globe, 
Shall spare the minstrers story, — 

The centuries weave his purple robe, 
The mountain-mist of glory I 



AT A MEETING OF FRIENDS 

AUGUST 29, 1859 

I BEMEMBEB — why, yes I God bless me ! and was 
it so long ago ? 

I fear I 'm growing forgetful, as old folks do, you 
know ; 

It must have been in 'forty — I would say 'thirty- 
nine — 

We talked this matter over, I and a friend of 
mine. 

He said, ^^ Well now, old fellow, I 'm thinking that 

you and I, 
If we act like other people, shall be older by and 

by; 
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Wliut though the bright blue ocean is smooth aa 

a iicjiid can be. 
Thcf (■ is always a line of breaktrs to fringe the 

broadest Sfa. 

" Wr Vi^ taking it mighty vz^y, but that is nothing 

Btratigi', 
For u]i to the age of tbiity we speml our years like 

change ; 
But ircuiiing up towards the foi-tie's, as fast as tlie 

old years fill. 
Ami Tiiiiii st«i)s in for paymt-nt, wc auftn totLange 

a bill." 

"I Uth,w it," "I said, "old fi'Uow; you Speak the 

yuk'inn tnith ; 
A man can't IIvl- to a huiulred and likewise keep 

his youth ; 
But what if thi! ten years coiidug shall silver-streak 

n>yhair. 
Tun UiM.w I shaU tlioii bo forty; of eom-se I shall 

not care, 

" At t'liity a uian ^'rows huavy and tired of fun and 

Leave.-; diosji to the fivc-and-twcntios and love to 

iliv silly Imys: 
No i'ii|i|ii^.h ii'icks at forty, no pinching of waists 

and toes. 
I'lui iii^U-low ,-hoi's and flannels and good thick 

w,.rst,-d hose." 
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But one fine August morning I found myself 

awake: 
My birthday : — By Jove, I 'm forty 1 Yes, forty, 

and no mistake ! 
Why, this is the very milestone, I think I used to 

hold. 
That when a fellow had come to, a fellow would 

then be old I 

But that is the young folks' nonsense ; they 're full 

of their foolish stuff ; 
A man 's in his prime at forty, — I see that plain 

enough ; 
At fifty a man is wrinkled, and may he bald or 

gray; 

/ call men old at fifty, in spite of all they 
say. 

At last comes another August with mist and rain 

and shine ; 
Its mornings are slowly counted and creep to 

twenty-nine, 
And when on the western summits the fading light 

appears, 
It touches with rosy fingers the last of my fifty 

years. 

There have been both men and women whose 

hearts were firm and bold, 
But there never was one of fifty that loved to say 

"I'm old"; 
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So any elderly person that strives to shirk his yeara, 
Make Iiim stand up at a. table and try him by lua 
peers. 

Now here I stand at fifty, my jury gathered round ; 
Sprinlded with dust of silver, but not yet silver- 

LTowned, 
Eeady to meet your venliet, waiting to hear it 

told; 
Guilty of fifty summers ; speak 1 Is the verdict 
' old? 

No I say that his heaving fails him ; say that bis 

sight gi'ows dim; 
Say that he 'a g;etting wi'iiilded and weak in liaek 

and limb, 
Losing bis wits and tenyjer, but pleading, to make 

amends, i 

The youth of his fifty summers he finds in. his. 

twenty friends. 



liOSTON COMMOX: THREE PICTURES 



Ai.i, overg^ow^l with bush and fern, 

Ami sti"ig^Iiiig flumps of tangled trees, 

W ilii trunks that lean and boughs that turn, 
Unit eastward by the mastering breeze, — 
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With spongy bogs tliat drip and fill 

A yellow pond with muddy rain. 
Beneath the shaggy southern hill 

Lies wet and low the Shawmut plain. 
And hark I the trodden branches. crack ; 

A crow flaps off with startled scream ; 
A straying woodchuck canters back ; 

A b^L rises from the stream; 
Leaps from Us lair a frightened deer ; 

An otter plunges in the pool ; — 
Here comes old Shawmut's pioneer. 

The parson on his brindled bull I 

1T74 

The streets are thronged with trampling feet. 

The northern hill is ridged with graves, 
But night and mom the drum is beat 

To frighten down the " rebel knaves." 
The stones of King Street still are red. 

And yet the bloody red-coats come 2 
I hear their pacing sentry^s tread, 

The dick of steel, the tap of drum. 
And over all the open green. 

Where grazed of late the harmless kine, 
The cannon^s deepening ruts are seen. 

The war-horse stamps, the bayonets shine. 
The clouds are dark with crimson rain 

Above the murderous hirelings' den. 
And soon their whistling showers shall stain 

The pipe-clayed belts of Gage's men. 
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Arimiid the green, in morning lig 

Tile spirFid and paJ;ic»l (tuiiiinits bLize, 
And, siinlike, from her Beacon-lieight 

The dome-crowned city sprcads her rays ; 
They span the waves, thi»v belt the plains, 

They skirt the roatis with hands of white, 
Till with a flush of gilded panes 

Yon farthest liillside bouiuls the sight. 
Peace, Fi'eedom, AVealtli I no faii-er view, 

Though with the wild-hii-d'a restless wings 
"\^^■ niiiled hi'neath the noontide's blue 

Or ehaseil the moonlight's endless rings I 
Here, fitly raised by gratefiJ liailda 

His holiest memory to recall. 
The Hero's, Patriot's image stands ; 

He led our sires who won them all 1 



THE OLD MAN OP THE SEA 

A NIGHTMARE DKEAM JtY DAYLiaUT 

Do yon know the Old Man of the Sea, of the Sea ? 

Have yon met with that dreadful ohl man? 
If vnu haven't been eauglit. yon will be, you will 
be ; 

ViH- ratoh yon he must and he can. 

He ibii's n't hold on by your throat, by your throat, 

.\--fnl,l in the terrible tale; 
But 111' •;ra[)iiles you tight by tlie coat, by the coat, 

Till its buttons ami bnttoii-holes fall. 
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There 's the charm of a snake in his eye. in hb eye. 

And . pdjP-^P h. U. I-d, ; 
You cannot go back, nor get by, nor get by. 

If you look at the spot where he stands. 

Oh, you 're grabbed I See his claw on your sleeve^ 
on your sleeve I 
It is Sinbad's Old Man of the Sea! 
You 're a Christian, no doubt you believe, you be- 
lieve: 
You 're a martyr, whatever you be I 

Is the breakfast-hour past? They must wait, 
they must wait, 
While the coffee boils sullenly down. 
While the Johnny-cake bums on the grate, on the 
grate. 
And the toast is done frightfully brown. 

Yes, your dinner will keep ; let it cool, let it cool. 

And Madam may worry and fret. 
And children half-starved go to school, go to school ; 

He can't think of sparing you yet. 

Hark I the bell for the train I ^^ Come along ! 
Come along I 
For there is n't a second to lose." 
"All aboard!" (He holds on.) "Fshtl ding- 
dong 1 Fsht 1 ding-dong I " — 
You can follow on foot, if you choose. 

There's a maid with a cheek like a peach, like 
a peach, 
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That is waitiiifT for joii in the church ; — 

But he iliiigs to jour side liki' a leeeh. like aleechf 
Anil you leave your lost briilu in the lureh. 

There's !i babe in a fit, — hurry quick! hurry 

To thu iloctor's as fast as you can I 
The biiliv is otf, while you stifk, while you stick. 
In tiiJ ^-rip of the ilreaclful Ohl Miuil 

I have looked on the faei? of the Bore, of the 
Bore ; 

The vnice of the Simple I know ; 
I have WflcRined the Flat at my door, at my door ; 

I liave sat by the side of tha Slow ; 

I Iiavc walked like a lamb by the friend, by the 

frieud. 
That stiifk to my ekirta like a bur ; 
I have boiTiu the stale talk without end, without end. 
Of the sitter whom nothing could stir : 

But inv hamstrings graw h)oae, and I shake, and I 
'shake, 

.\t the sight of the dreadful Old Man ; 
Yi:i. i ijuiver and ([uake, and I take, and I take, 

T.i my Irgs with what rigor I can 1 

( )li the (Irradful Old Man of the Sea, of the Sea 1 
1 li' 's (■(une hac'k like the AVandering Jew I 

I Ir has had liis cold claw upon me, u]ion me, — 
' "1 l.i. sure that he '11 have it on you I 
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INTERNATIONAL ODE 

OUB FATHEBS' LAKD 

God bless our Fathers' Land ! 
Keep her in heart and hand 

One with our own ! ' 
From all her foes defend, 
Be her brave People's Friend, 
On all her realms descend. 

Protect her Throne I 

Father, with loving care 

Guard Thou her kingdom's Heir, 

Guide all his ways : 
Thine arm his shelter be, 
From him by land and sea 
Bid storm and danger flee. 

Prolong his days ! 

Lord, let War's tempest cease. 
Fold the whole Earth in peace 

Under thy wings I 
Make all thy nations one. 
All hearts beneath the sun, 
Till Thou shalt reign alone, 

Great King of kings I 
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VIVE LA FRANCE 

EXTIMEXT OFFERED AT THE DFNTN'ER TO H. I. H. THE 
•RINCE NAPOLEON, AT THE KEVEKE HOUSE, SEPTEM- 
BER 25,1801 

The land of snnsliine and of song! 

Her name your hearts divine ; 
To her the banquet's vows belong 

AVliose breasts hav^e 2)oured its wine ; 
Our trusty friend, our true ally 

Tlnough varied change and chance : 
80, fill your flashing goblets high, — 

I give you, Vive la Fk.vnceI 

Above our hosts in triple folds 

Tlie selfsame colors spread, 
AVliere Valor's faithful arm upholds 

Tlie l)lue, the white, the red ; 
Alike each nation's glittering crest 

lu'iieets the morning's glance, — 
Twin eagles, soaring east and west : 

Once more, then, Vive la France 1 

Si-'ter in trial I wlio sliidl count 
Thy generous fritaulsliip's claim, 

'V\ hose blood ran mingling in the fount 
'Iliat gave (^ur land its name, 

Till 1 orI<to\vn saw in blended line 
Uur eon([uering arms advance, 




nVE LA FRAKCE 28S 

And TietxHy^'s doable gariands twine 
Our burners ? Vive ul FeaxcbI 

O bund of heroes ! in our need 

One gift frtHn Heaven we craTe 
To stanch these wounds that vainly bleed, -« 

13ie wise to lead the brave I 
Can back one Captain of thy past 

From gloiy's marble trance. 
Whose name shall be a bugle-blast 

To rouse us I Vive la France I 

Fluck Cond^^s baton from the trench. 

Wake up stout Charles Martel, 
Or find some woman^s hand to clench 

The sword of La Pucelle 1 
Give us one hour of old Turenne, — 

One lift of Bayard's lance, — 
Nay, call Marengo's Chief again 

To lead us ! Vive laFrance! 

Ah, hush I our welcome Guest shall hear 

But soimds of peace and joy ; 
No angry echo vex thine ear. 

Fair Daughter of Savoy I 
Once more ! the land of arms and arts, 

Of glory, grace, romance ; 
Her love lies warm in all our hearts : 

God bless her I Vive la France I 
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But when your heart aclies aud your feet have 

grown sore, 
Iiemeinber the pathway that leads to our door 1 

Maich 25, ISGl. 



POEMS OP THE CLASS OP '29 

1851-1889 



BILL AND JOE 



C!oM£, dear old comrade, you and I 
Will steal an hour from days gone by, 
The shining days when life was new. 
And aU y^ bn^ht wiUi morning de^, 
The lusty days of long ago, 
When you were Bill and I was Joe. 

Your name may flaunt a titled trail 
Proud as a cockerel's rainbow tail, 
And mine as brief appendix wear 
AlS Tam O'Shanter's luckless mare; 
To-day, old friend, remember still 
That I am Joe and you are Bill. 

You 've won the great world's enyied pri2 
And grand you look in people's eyes, 
With H O N. and L L. D. 
In big brave letters, fair to see, — 
Your fist, old fellow ! off they go I — 
How are you, BiU? How are you, Joe? 
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You 've worn the judge's ermlned robe; 
You 've taught your name to half the globe ; 
You 've sung mankind a deathless strain; 
You 've made the dead past live again : 
Tlie world may call you what it will, 
V)\xt you and I are Joe and Bill. 

The chaffing young folks stare and say 
*' See those okl buffers, bent and gray, — 
They talk like fellows in their teens ! 
oVLid, poor old boys ! That 's what it means, 
And shake their heads; they little know 
The throbbing hearts of Bill and Joe ! — 

How Bill forgets his hour of pride. 
While Joe sits smiling at his side; 
I low Joe, in spite of time's disguise, 
Finds the old schoolmate in his eyes, — 
Tliose calm, stern eyes that melt and fill 
As Joe looks fondly up at Bill. 

All, ]^onsive scholar, what is fame? 

A tltful touL;nic of Icajnng Hiunc; 

A ui'ldv whirlwind's liclde u'ust, 

That lifts a pincli of mcM'tal dust; 

A i\'W swift years, and wlio can show 

A\'hi(li dust was Bill and wliich was Joe? 

Tlio wcarv idol takes his stand, 
IIoLls out liis brnisod and acliing hand, 
^\ liilc^ L;aj)inL^' tlionsands conic and go, — 
llt)w vain it sui-ins, tliis empty show! 



tt 



^(^ 



Bill and Joe 
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Tin an at once his pulses tJiriU; — 

T is poor QldJoe*8 ^Grod bless you, BiUI 

And shaU we bieadie in liappier spheres 
The names that pleased onr mortal ears; 
In some sweet lull of harp and song 
For earth-bom spirits none too long, 
Jnst whispering of the world below 
Where this was Bill and that ¥ras Joe? 

No matter; while onr home is here 
No sounding name is half so dear; 
When fades at length onr lingering day. 
Who cares what pompous tombstones say? 
Bead on the hearts that love us still, 
Hicjacet Joe. Hicjacet Bill. 



A SONG OF ** TWENTY-NINE*' 

1851 

The summer dawn is breaking 

On Auburn's tangled bowers, 
The golden light is waking 
On Harvard's ancient towers; 
The sun is in the sky 
That must see us do or die. 
Ere it shine on the line 
Of the Class op '29. 

At last the day is ended, 
The tutor screws no more. 



» 
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By doubt and fear attended 
Each hovers round the door, 
Till the good old Fraeses cries, 

AVliile the tears stand in his eyesy 
^' You have passed, and are classed 

With the Boys of '29." 

Not long are they in making 

The college halls their own. 
Instead of standing shaking, 
Too bashfid to be known; 

But they kick the Seniors' shins 
Ere the second week begins. 
When they stray in the way 
Of the Boys of '29. 

K a jolly set is trolling 

The last Der Freiachtttz airs. 
Or a "cannon bullet " rolling 
Comes bouncing down the stairs. 
The tutors, looking out, 
Sigh, "Alas I there is no doubt, 
*T is the noise of the Boys 
Of the Class of '29." 

Four happy years together, 

By storm and sunshine tried. 
In chanc^inix wind and weather. 
They rough it side by side. 

Till they hear their iNIother cry, 
"You are fledc^ed, and you must fly, 
And tlie bell tolls the knell 
Of the days of '29. 
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Since then, in peace or trouble, 
Full many a year has rolled, 
And life has counted double 
The days that then we told; 
Yet we 'U end as we 've begun, 
For though scattered, we are one. 
While each year sees us here. 
Bound the board of '29. 

Though fate may throw between us 

The mountains or the sea. 
No time shall ever wean us. 
No distance set us free; 

But around the yearly board, 
When the flaming pledge is poured. 
It shall claim every name 
On the roll of '29. 

To yonder peaceful ocean 

That glows with sunset fires. 
Shall reach the warm emotion 
This welcome day inspires. 
Beyond the ridges cold 
Where a brother toils for gold. 
Till it shine through the mine 
Bound the BoT of '29. 

If one whom fate has broken 
Shall lift a moistened eye. 
We 'U say, before he 's spoken^ 
"Old Classmate, don't you cry I 
Here, take the purse I hold. 
There 's a tear upon the gold— 
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It was mine — it is thine — 
A'n't we Boys of '29? '* 



As nearer still and nearer 
The fatal stars appear, 
The living shall be dearer 
With eaeh encircling year, 
Till a few old men shall say, 
'^We remember 't is the day — 
Let it pass with a glass 
For the Class of '29." 

As one by one is falling 

Beneath the leaves or snows, 
Each memory still recalling, 
Tlie broken ring shall close, 
Till the nightwinds softly pass 
O'er the green and growing grass. 
Where it waves on the gi^aves 
Of the Boys OF '29! 



QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS 

1852 

WnKRE. oh wliere are the visions of morning, 
Frcsli as tlie drws of our prime? 

(rone, like tenants tliat quit without warning, 
Down the l)ack entrv of time. 

^\ lii^rc, oil where arc life's lilies and roses, 
Nursed in tlie golden dawn's smile? 
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Dead as the bulmslies round little Moses, 
On the old banks of the Nile. 

Where are the Marys, and Anns, and Elizas, 

Loving and lovely of yore? 
Look in the columns of old Advertisers, — 

Married and dead by the score. 

Where the gray colts and the ten-year-old fillies, 

Saturday's triumph and joy? 
Gone, like our friend 7o8a$ cafcvs Achilles, 

Homer's ferocious old boy. 

Die-away dreams of ecstatic emotion, 

Hopes like young eagles at play. 
Vows of imheard-of and endless devotion, 

How ye have faded away! 

Yet, through the ebbing of Time's mighty river 

Leave our young blossoms to die, 
Let him roll smooth in his current forever. 

Till the last pebble is dry. 

AN IMPROMPTU 

Not premeditated 
1853 

The clock has struck noon; ere it thrice tell the 

hours 
We shall meet round the table that blushes with 

flowers. 
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And I shall blush deeper with shame-driven blood 
Tliat I came to the banquet and brought not a bud. 

AVlio cares that his verse is a beggar in art 

If you see through its rags the full throb of his 

heart? 
AVlio asks if liis comrade is battered and tanned 
A\ lien lie feels his warm soid in the clasp of Ills 

hand? 

No! 1)1^ it an epic, or be it a line, 

Thu l)ovs \vill all love it because it is mine: 

I suiiL^ tlieir last song on tlie morn of the day 

Tliat tore from their lives the last blossom of May. 

It is not tlie sunset that glows in the wine, 
l>ut tlir smile that beams over it, makes it divine; 
I scatter tlicse dro})s, and behold, as they fall, 
Tlic Jay-star of memory shines through them all! 

And tlirse are the last: they are drops that I stole 
I' roll I a wine-press tliat crushes the life from the 

S(tlll, 

P)iit tliey ran through my heart and they sprang to 

niv l)rain 
Till our twentieth sweet summer was smiling again ! 
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THE OLD MAN DREAMS 

1854 

Oh for one hour of youthful joy I 

Give back my twentieth spring I 
I 'd rather laugh, a bright-haired boy^ 

Than reign, a gray-beard king. 

Off with the spoils of wrinkled agel 

Away with Learning's crown I 
Tear out life's Wisdom-written page. 

And dash its trophies down I 

One moment let my life-blood stream 

From boyhood's foimt of flame! 
Give me one giddy, reeling dream 

Of life all love and fame I 



My listening angel heard the prayer, 
And, cahnly smiling, said, 
**If I but touch thy silvered hair 
Thy hasty wish hath sped. 

^^But is there nothing in thy track, 
To bid thee fondly stay, 
While the swift seasons hurry back 
To find the wished-for day? " 

*^Ah, truest soul of womankind! 
Without thee what were life? 
One bliss 1 cannot leave behind: 
I 'U take — my — precious — wife ! " 



^F 



The angel took a sapphii-e pen 
And wrote iii rainbow dew, 

I7te man would he a boy of/ain. 
And be a husband too.' 



*'Anil is there nothing yet unsaid. 
Before the cliaiigc appears? 
Kemeiuber, all their gifts have fled 
With those dissoh-ing yuars." 

"Why, yes;" for memory would recall 

My fond paternal joys; 
*'I foidd iiot hear to Iea\e them all — 

I '11 take — my — girl — aiid - — boys." 

The smiling anjjttl tlrojijiod his pen, — 

"Why, tills will never do; i 

The man would he a huy again, I 

And he a father too ! " I 



Ami ^o I ]!iiis''f*^- — ■'">' hiTif,ditor woke \ 
The household with its noise, — 

And wrote my dream, when morning broke 
To please the gray-haired boys. 

REMEMBER — FORGET 
1855 

An'I> wlut shall he the song to-night, 

If suiif^ tliere needs must be? 
If every year lliat brings us here 

ilust .-"teal an Jimir from me? 



REMEMBER — FORGET 

Say, shall it ring a merry peal. 

Or heave a mourning sigh 
O'er shadows cast, by years long put. 

On moments flitting by? 



Kay, take the first unbidden linft 

The idle hour may send. 
No studied grace can mend the &oe 

That smiles as friend on friend; 
The baUam oozes from the pine, 

The sweetness from the rose. 
And so, unsought, a kindly thought 

Finds language as it flows. 

The years rush l^ in sonnding fli§^ 

I hear their ceaseless wings; 
Their songs I hear, some far, wme neai 
And thus the burden rings: 
"The mom has fled, Ute noon has past* 
The Bun willsom be set. 
The twilight fade to mAm^ dade; 
ind F<«:get! " 



Remember all tint tine bat Uoa^— 

The starry hope «■ b^fa. 
The strength attained, tik «wirigt' gUMA, 

The love that cannot Uti, 
Forget the bitter, brooding tbu^jk. — 

The word too haiihly uid, 
The living blame love hates to naat, 
The frailties of the deadl 



r 
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We have been younger, so they say, 

But let the seasons roll, 
He (loth not lack an almanac 

Whose youth is in his soul. 
The snows may clog life's iron track, 

But does the axle tire, 
While bearing swift through bank and drift 

The engine's heart of fire? 

I lift a goblet in 'my hand; 

If good old wine it hold, 
An ancient skin to kee]) it in 

Is just tlie tiling, we 're told. 
We 're grayer than the dusty flask,— 

We 're older than our wine ; 
Our corks reveal the "white top" seal. 

The stamp of '29. 

Ah, Boys I we clustered in the dawn. 

To sever in the dark; 
.V luerrv crew, with loud halloo. 

We climbed our j)aintcd bark; 
We sail(Ml her tlirouuh the four years' cruise. 

We 11 sail her to the last, 
Our dear old flaix< though but a rag, 

Still tlvius: oil her mast. 

■J ~ 

">() cilidlnc^ on, each winterVs gale 

'^hall ]^i}^c us all on (L'ck, 
Till, faint and few, th<' gathering crew 

Creep o'er the parting wreck, 
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Her sails and streamers spread aloft 

To fortune's rain or shine, 
Till storm or sun shall all be one, 

And down goes Twenty-nine I 



OUR INDIAN SUMMER 
1866 

You 'U believe me, dear boys, 't is a pleasure to 

rise, 
With a welcome like this in your darling old eyes; 
To meet the same smiles and to hear the same tone 
Which have greeted me oft in the years that have 

flown. 

Were I gray as the grayest old rat in the wall. 
My locks would turn brown at the sight of you all; 
If my heart were as dry as the shell on the sand. 
It would fill like the goblet I hold in my hand. 

There are noontides of autumn when summer re« 

turns. 
Though the leaves are all garnered and sealed in 

their urns, 
And the bird on his perch, that was silent so long. 
Believes the sweet sunshine and breaks into song. 

We have caged the yoimg birds of our beautiful 

June; 
Their plumes are still bright and their voices in 

tune; 
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One moment of sunshine from iaees like these 

Antl tliey sing as they siuig in the green -growing 



The voices of morning I how sweet is their thrill 
When the shadows have turned, and the evening 

grows still! 
The tL'xt of our lives may get wiser with age, 
But the print was so fair on its twentieth page! 

Look o£E from your goblet and up from your p1a,te, 
Comi', take the last journal, and glance at its date : 
Then think wliat we fellows should say and should 

do, 
If the G were a 9 and tlie 5 were a 2. 

Ah, no ! for the shapes that would meet with UB " 

Froni the far land of shadows, are ever too dear! 
Though youth flung around us its pride and its 

chai-ms, 
AVe slioulil sec but the eomrades we elasped in our 



A liciillli to oui- future — a sigh for our past, 
^>\'i.' liive, we remember, we hope to the last; 
And for all the ba^e lies that tlie ahnanaes hold, 
While wo "ve youtli in our hearts we can never 

grow old! 
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MARE BUBBUM 
1858 

Flash out a stream of blood-red wine, 

For I would drink to other days. 
And brighter shall their memory shine. 

Seen flaming through its crimson blazel 
The roses die, the summers fade. 

But every ghost of boyhood's dream 
By nature's magic power is laid 

To sleep beneath this blood-red stream! 

It filled the purple grapes that lay. 

And drank the splendors of the sun. 
Where the long siunmer's cloudless day 

Is mirrored in the broad Graronne; 
It pictures still the bacchant shapes 

That saw their hoarded sunlight shed, — 
The maidens dancing on the grapes, — 

Their milk-white ankles splashed with red. 

Beneath these waves of crimson lie. 

In rosy fetters prisoned fast, 
Those flitting shapes that never die, -^ 

The swift-winged visions of the past. 
Kiss but the crystal's mystic rim, 

Each shadow sends its flowery chain, 
Springs in a bubble from its brim. 

And walks the chambers of the brain. 

Poor beauty 1 Time and fortune's wrong 
No shape nor feature may withstand; 



> 
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Thy wrecks are scattered all along, 
Like emptied sea-shells on the sand; 

Yet, sprinkled with this blushing rain. 
The dust restores each blooming girl, 

As if the sea-shells moved again 

Their glistening lips of pink and pearl. 

Here lies the home of school-boy life. 

With creaking stair and wind-swept hall, 
And, scarred l)y many a truant knife. 

Our old initials on the wall; 
Here rest, their keen vibrations mute, 

The shout of voices known so w'ell. 
The ringing laugh, the wailing flute. 

The chiding of the sharp-tongued bell. 

Here, clad in burning robes, are laid 

Life's blossomed joys, untimely shed. 
And here tliose cherished forms have strayed 

We miss awliile, and call them dead. 
What wizard iills the wondrous glass? 

What soil the enchanted clusters grew? 
Tliat buried ])assi()ns wake and pass 

In beaded drops of licry dew? 

Nay, lalvC tlie cu]) of blood-red wine, — 

Our ht»arts cau l)()ast a warmer glow, 
I" illrd from a viutai^e more divine, 

v'ahned, ])ut not chilled, by winter's snow! 
lo-iiiL;iit tlie ])alest wave we sip 

\Vu'\\ as tlie priceless draui^ht shall be 
1 liat wet the ])ride of Cana's lip, — 

The weddiuir wine of Galilee! 
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THE BOYS 

1859 

Has there any old fellow got mixed with the boys? 
If there has, take him out, without nuking a noise. 
Hang the Almanac's cheat and the Catalogue's 

spite! 
Old Time is a liar I We 're twenty to-night I 

We're twenty! We're twenty I Who says we 

are more? 
He 's tipsy, — young jackanapes! — show him the 

door! 
"Gray temples at twenty?" — Yes! white if we 

please ; 
Where the snow-flakes fall thickest there 's nothing 

can freeze! 

Was it snowing I spoke of? Excuse the mistake! 
Look close, — you will see not a sign of a flake ! 
We want some new garlands for those we have 

shed, — 
And these are white roses in place of the red. 

We 've a trick, we young fellows, you may have 

been told. 
Of talking (in public) as if we were old : — 
That boy we call ^^ Doctor," and this we call 

"Judge;" 
It 's a neat little fiction, — of course it 'sail fudge. 
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That fellow's the "Speaker," — the one on the 
right ; 

"Mr. Mayor,'' my young one, how are you to- 
night? 

That 's our "Member of Congress," vrc say when 
wo chaff; 

There's the "Reverend" What's his name? — 
don't moke me laugh. 

That boy with the grave mathematical look 
Made helievu he had written a wonderful book, 
And the Royal Societv thought it was true! 
Ho they chose him right in; a good joke it waa, 
too! 

Theri' 's a boy, we pretend, with a three-decker 

brain, 
Tluit could harness a team with a logieal chain; 
"VVhuiLi lie spoke for our manhood in sylhibled fire. 
"We called bim "Tliu Jiistici;," but now be "a "The 

Squire." 

And there '3 a nice youngster of excellent pith, — 
Fate tiled to CiiUeeid him by naming him Smith; 
But 111' shouteil a song for the brave and the free, — 
Just read on his medal, "My comitry," "of theel" 

You hear that boy laugbhig? — You think he 'a all 

ISiit \\v angels laugh, too, at the good be has done; 
Tlh' I liildren laugh loud as they troop to his call, 
^Vud ihe poor man that knows bim laughs loudest 
ofaU! 
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Yes, we 're boys, — always playing with tongue or 

with pen, — 
And I sometimes have asked, — Shall we ever be 

men? 
Shall we always be youthful, and laughing, and 

gay, 
Till the last dear companion drops smiling away? 

Then here 's to our boyhood, its gold and its gray I 
The stars of its winter, the dews of its May I 
And when we have done with our life-lasting toys, 
Dear Father, take care of thy children, the BotsI 



UNES 
1860 

I'm ashamed, — that's the fact, — it's a pitiful 

case, — 
Won't any kind classmate get up in my place? 
Just remember how often I 've risen before, — 
I blush as I straighten my legs on the floor I 

There are stories, once pleasing, too many times 
told,— 

There are beauties once charming, too fearfully 
old,— 

There are voices we 've heard till we know them so 
well. 

Though they talked for an hour they 'd have no- 
thing to tell. 
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Yet, Classmates ! Friends ! Brothers ! Dear blessed 

old boys! 
IMiule one by a lifetime of sorrows and joys, 
A\ hat lips have such sounds as the poorest of these, 
Though honeyed, like Plato's, by musical bees? 

What voice is so sweet and what greeting so dear 
As the simple, warm welcome that waits for ns 

here? 
The love of our boyhood still breathes in its tone. 
And our hearts throb the answer, "He 's one of our 

own!'* 

Nay 1 count not our numliers ; some sixty we know, 
])ut these are above, and those under the snow; 
And tlioughts are still mingled wherever we meet 
Fui" those we remember with those that we greet. 

AVe have rolled on life's journey, — how fast and 

how far! 
One round of humanity's many-wheeled ear, 
lint n|)-liill and down-hill, through rattle and rub, 
( )l(l. true Twentv-niners! we 've stuck to oui* hubl 

M'liilr :; brain lives to tliink, or a bosom to feel, 
A\'t" ^\ill eliug to it still like the spokes of a wheell 
All.] ;iLrt', as it chills us, shall fasten the tire 
riiaL youth littcd round in his circle of iirel 
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A VOICE OF THE LOYAL NORTH 

1861 

(JAKUART third) 

We sing "Our Country's " song to-night 

With saddened voice and eye; 
Her banner droops in clouded light 

Beneath the wintry sky. 
We 'U pledge her once in golden wine 

Before her stars have set: 
Though dim one reddening orb may shine. 

We have a Country yet. 

*T were vain to sigh o'er errors past, 

The fault of sires or sons; 
Our soldier heard the threatening blast, 

And spiked his useless guns ; 
He saw the star-wreathed ensign fall, 

By mad invaders torn ; 
But saw it from the bastioned wall 

That laughed their rage to scorn! 

What though their angry cry is flung 

Across the howling wave, — 
They smite the air with idle tongue 

The gathering storm who brave ; 
Enough of speech! the trumpet rings; 

Be silent, patient, calm, — 
God help them if the tempest swings 

The pine against the palm! 
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Our toilsome years have made us tame; 

Our stren^h has slept unfelt; 
The furnaee-fire is slow to flame 

That bids our ploughshares melt; 
'T is hard to lose the bread they win 

In spite of Nature's frowns, — 
To drop the iron threads we S2)in 

That w eave our web. of towns, 

To see the rusting turbines stand 

Before the emptied flumes, 
To fold the arms that flood the land 

With rivers from their looms, — 
But harder still for those who learn 

Tlie truth forgot so long; 
When once their sluml)ering passions bui 

The peacefid are the strong! 

The Lord have mercy on the weak, 

And calm their frenzied ire, 
And save our brothers ero thev shriek, 

"We ])layed with Northern fire!" 
The eagle hold liis mountain height, — 

Tlie tlLTcr ])ace his den ! 
Giv(* all tlieir couutrv, each his rijxht! 

God keep us all! Amen I 
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J. D. B. 

1862 

The friends that are, and friends that were. 

What shallow waves divide I 
I miss the form for many a year 

Still seated at my side. 

I mi88 him, yet I f eel him 8tm 

Amidst our faithful band. 
As if not death itself could chill 

The warmth of friendship's hand* 

His story other lips may tell, -^ 

For me the veil is drawn ; 
I only knew he loved me well, 

He loved me — and is gonel 

VOYAGE OF THE GOOD SHIP UNION 

1862 

*T IS midnight: through my troubled dream 

Loud wails the tempest's cry; 
Before the gale, with tattered sail, 

A ship goes plunging by. 
What name? Where bound ? — The rocks around 

Repeat the loud halloo. 
— ^The good ship Union, Southward bound: 

God help her and her crew I 
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And is the old flag flying still 

That o'er your fathers flew, 
With bands of white and rosy light. 

And field of starry blue 7 

— Ay I look aloft! its folds full oft 
Have braved the roaring blast. 

And still shall fly when from the sky 
This black typhoon haa paatl 

Speak, pilot of the storm-tost barkl 
May I thy peril share? 

— O landsman, there are fearful seas 
The brave alone may dare I 

— Nay, niler of the rebel lUtp, 
What matters wind or Wiivi? 

The rocka that «Teck your niling dee-k 
Will leave me naught t<i s;i\r.' 

O landsman, art thou fa f or tmo? 
What sign hast thou to s.liiiwV 

— The crimson stains from loyal veins 
That liold my heart-blood's flow! 

— Enough! what more shall honor claim? 
I know the sacred sign ; 

Above thy lica<l onr flag shall spread. 
Our oceau path be thine ! 

The bark sails on; the Pilgrim's Cape 

Lies low along her lee. 
Whose heii(il;iiiil cr')oks its nnchor-flukes 

To Wk the short- and sea. 
No treason Ihtl- 1 it t-ost too dear 

To win this barren realm I 



VOYAGE OF THE GOOD SHIP UNION 811 

And true and free the hands must be 
That hold the whaler's helm I 

Still on! Manhattan's narrowing bay • 

No rebel cruiser scars; 
Her waters feel no pirate's keel 

That flaunts the fallen stars I 
— But watch the light on yonder height, — 

Ay, pilot, have a care! 
Some lingering cloud in mist may shroud 

The capes of Delaware I 

Say, pilot, what this fort may be, 

Whose sentinels look down 
From moated walls that show the sea 

Their deep embrasures' frown? 
The Rebel host claims all the coast, 

But these are friends, we know. 
Whose footprints spoil the "sacred soil," 

And this is? — Fort Monroe 1 

The breakers roar, — how bears the shore? 

— The traitorous wreckers' hands 
Have quenched the blaze that poured its rays 

Along the Hatteras sands. 
^ Ha ! say not so I I see its glow I 

Again the shoals display 
The beacon light that shines by night. 

The Union Stars by day! 

The good ship flies to milder skies. 
The wave more gently flows. 



Tlif softening brt'fze Wiifts o'er tlic seas 

The Iji-eatli of Beaiifurl's rose. 
Wluit fold is tliis tlie sweet winds kiss, 
• Fair-striped and many -starred, 
Whose shadow palls those orphaned walls. 

The twins of Ucauregard? 

"What! hearil yow not Port Royal's doom? ^ 

How the black war-shipa caniQ 
Aiid turned the Beaiifort roses' Idoom 

To I'edder wTeaths of flame ? 
How from Rehfllion's broktiu rewl 

We saw hia wiihlt-m fall. 
As soon his riirsi/d piiison-weeil 

Shall drop from Sniiiler's wall? 

On! on! Fula-»ki"s iron hail 

Falls harinlusH on Tybin;! 
Tlie good sliip feels tlu" fiVMlieiiing gales. 

She strikes the open sea; 
She rounds the point, she threads the keya 

Tliat jpiard the Land of Howere, 
And rides at last where firm and fast 

Her own Gibraltar towers! 

The good ship Union's voyage is o'er, 

At anehiir safe she swings. 
And loud and elear with elieer on eheer 

Ilurrahl Hurrah: it shakes the wave, 

It thunders on the shore, — 
One Ha^', one hind, one heart, one hand. 

One Nation, evermore! 
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"CHOOSE YOU THIS DAY WHOM YE WILL 

SERVE" 

1863 

Yes, tyrants, you liate us, and fear while you hate 
The self-ruling, chain-breaking, throne-shaking 

State! 
The night-birds dread morning, —your instinct is 

true, — 
The day-star of Freedom brings midnight for you I 

Why plead with the deaf for the cause of mankind? 
The owl hoots at noon that the eagle is blindl 
We ask not your reasons, — 't were wasting our 

time, — 
Our life is a menace, our welfare a crimel 

We have battles to fight, we have foes to subdue, — 
Time waits not for us, and we wait not for you I 
The mower mows on, though the adder may writhe 
And the copper-head coil round the blade of his 
scythel 

**No sides in this quarrel," your statesmen may 

urge. 
Of school-house and wages with slave-pen and 

scourge! — 
No sides in the quarrel! proclaim it as well 
To the angels that fight with the legions of helll 

They kneel in God's temple, the North and the 
South, 
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"With blooil on each weapon :ini:l piaycis in eac^h 

month. 
Wiosu cry shiUl be answered? Ye Heavens, at- 

teuil 
The loi'ila of the lash as their voii^cs ascend! 

"O Lonl, we arc shapctl in the image of Thee, — 
Smite down the base millions that claim to be free. 
Anil lend thy strong aim to the soft-h[inded race 
^Vho eat not their bread in the sweat of their 
face I " 

So ]>li'a(ls the proud planter. "What echoes are 

the.se? 
The bay of his bloodhound is borne on the breeze, 
And, lost in the shriek of his victim's despair. 
His voice tliea uubem-d. — Hear the Puritan's 

iu'aycr ! 

"O Lord, that didst smother mankind in thy flood. 

Till- r-im is us saekcloth, the moon is as blood. 

Till' -il:irs fall to cai-th as untimely are cast 

Till' tiu'^ from the liy-tive that shakes in the blasti 

"All (iiiliiKK, ;ill (ribes in whose nostrils is breath 
^tinid -azinj at Sin as slie travails with Death! 
T.onl, -^trauiile the iiiouster that struj'S'Ies to birth. 
Or iiiiick lis no more with ihy 'Kingdom on 

i:anh : ' 

"If Adiniim and Moab must reign in the land 
Thim giivcst thiue Israel, fresh from thy liand, 
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Call Baal and Ashtaroth out of their graves 
To be the new gods for the empire of slavesi 



9» 



Whose God will ye serve, O ye mlers of men? 
Will ye build you new shrines in the slave-breed- 
er's den? 
Or bow with the children of light, as they call 
On the Judge of the Earth and the Father of All? 

Choose wisely, choose quickly, for time moves 

apace, — 
Each day is an age in the life of our racel 
Lord, lead them in love, ere they hasten in fear 
From the fast-rising flood that shall girdle the 

sphere I 

F. W. C. 

1864 

Fast as the rolling seasons bring 

The hour of fate to those we love. 
Each pearl that leaves the broken string 

Is set in Friendship's crown above. 
As narrower grows the earthly chain. 

The circle widens in the sky; 
These are our treasures that remain. 

But those are stars that beam on high. 

We miss — oh, how we miss ! — his face,— 
With trembling accents speak his name* 

Earth cannot fill his shadowed place 
From all her roUs of pride and fame; 
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Our song has lost the silvery thread 
That carolled through his jocund lips; 

Our laugh is mute, our smile is fled, 
And all our sunshine in eclipse. 

And what and whence the wondrous charm 

That kept his manhood boylike still, — 
That life's hard censors could disarm 

And lead them captive at his will? 
His heart was shaped of rosier clay, — 

His veins were filled w^ith ruddier fire, — 
Time could not chill him, fortune sway, 

Nor toil with all its burdens tire. 

His speech burst throbbing from its fount 

And set our colder thoughts aglow. 
As the hot leaping geysers moimt 

And falling melt the Iceland snow. 
Some word, percluuice, we counted rash, — 

Some phrase our calnmess might disclaim. 
Yet 't was the sunset's lightning's flash, 

No angry bolt, but harmless flame. 

Man judges all, God knoweth each; 

Wi' read the ruhs lie sees the law; 
How oft Ills Lr.igliing eliildren teaeh 

The trutlis Ills pi'o])]u'ts never saw! 
O tVimd, whose wisdom flowered in mirth, 

( )iir lieai'ts are sad, our eyes ari^ dim; 
Ih' uave thy smiles to l)riLrliten earth, — 

\\ e trust th\ jovous sold to Him! 
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Alas! — our weakness Heaven forgive I 

We murmur, even while we trust, 

**How long earth's breathing burdens live, 

Whose hearts, before they die, are dust! ** 
But thou I — through grief's untimely tears 
We ask with half -reproachful sigh — 
•*Could8t thou not watch a few brief years 
Till Friendship faltered, •Thou mayst die' ? " 

Who loved our boyish years so well ? 

Who knew so well their plefisant tales. 
And all those livelier freaks could tell 

Whose oft-told story never fails? 
In vain we turn our aching eyes, — 

In vain we stretch our eager hands, — 
Cold in his wintry shroud he lies 

Beneath the dreary drifting sands I 

Ah, speak not thus! He lies not there t 

We see him, hear him as of old I 
He comes I He claims his wonted chair; 

His beaming face we still behold ! 
His voice rings clear in all our songs, 

And loud his mirthful accents rise; 
To us our brother's life belongs, — 

Dear friends, a classmate never dies! 
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THE LAST CHAEGE 1 

Xow, men of the North! will voii join in the strife 
For I'uuntry, for freedom, fov honor, for life? 
The giant grows l>lii«l in liis fury and spite, — 
One blow on hi:! forehead will settle the fight I 

Plash full ill hi« eyes the liliie lightning of eteel, 
-And stun him with cannon -holt n, i)eal uiwn pctil! 
Mount, troopers, anil follow your game to its 

Inir, 
As tlie lioiind tracks the wolf and the beagle the 

hare I 



Blow, tiiunpets, your Hiimmons, till sluggards 

Boat, drums, till the niofs of the faint-hearted \ 

shake! 
Yet, yet, ore the signpt is Rtampcd on the scroll, 
Thi;ir ii:iiui.'s uniy be traL'ed ou the blood -sprinldt-d 

roll! 

Trust nut the fnlso herah! that painted your shield ; 
I'nie honor to-tlii;/ must be sought on the field I 
il'-r Miiti-heon shows wliite with a blazon of red, — 
Till' li^l■^!^ops of crimson for liberty shed! 

Tlir liuur i-i at hand, and the moment draws nigh; 
Thu dog-star of treason grows dim in the sky ; 
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Shine f ortih from the battile-cloiid, light of the 

mom, 
Call back the bright hour when the Nation was 

bom! 

The rivers of peace through onr valleys shall ran, 
As the glaciers of tyranny melt in the sun; 
Smite, smite the proud parricide down from his 

throne, — 
His sceptre once broken, the world is our ownl 



OUR OLDEST FRIEND 
1865 

I QIVE you the health of the oldest friend 
That, short of eternity, earth can lend, -^ 
A friend so faithful and tried and true 
That nothing can wean him from me and you. 

When first we screeched in the sudden blaze 
Of the daylight's blinding and blasting rays, 
And gulped at the gaseous, groggy air, 
This old, old friend stood waiting there. 

And when, with a kind of mortal strife. 
We had gasped and choked into breathing life, 
He watched by the cradle, day and night. 
And held our hands till we stood upright. 

From gristle and pulp our frames have grown 
To stringy muscle and solid bone ; 
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Vi'hilc we were changing, he altered notj 
We might forget, but he never forgot. 

He eatiie with us to the college ehiss, — 
Littli.' cared he for the steward's pass! 
All the rest must pay their fee, 
But the ^im old dead-head entered free. 

lie st.ijed with lis wlulo we counted o'er 
Four times each of the seasons four; 
And w-ith eveiy season, from year to year, 
Tht^ dear uamo Classmate lie made more dear. 

Ho never leaves us, — he never will. 
Till our haiida are cold and our hearts are still; 
On liiitlidays, and Cliristnias, and New- Year 'a too, 
He always i-ememhui's hotb me and you. 

Every year this faithful fri.-nd 

His little present is mu-e to send; i 

ICvory year, wheresoe'er we he. 

He Maiitfi a keeiisaiic from you imd me. 

lh->v. \w loves ua! lie pats our lieads. 
Ami, ]■'! they are gleaming with silver threads; 
Ami he 's always begging one lock of hair, 
Till iHir shining crowns have nothing to wear. 

Al ]■■n■J^^l be will tell us, one by one, 
'■ My 'iiild, your labor on earth is done; 
Auil ihnv you mii.st juuriiey afar to see 
My , Uk-i- brother, — Kternify ! " 
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And so, when long, long years have passed, 
Some dear old fellow will be the last, — 
Never a boy alive but he 
Of all our goodly companyl 

When he lies down, but not till then. 
Our kind Class- Angel will drop the pen 
That writes in the day-book kept above 
Our lifelong record of faith and love. 

So here 's a health in homely rhyme 
To our oldest classmate. Father Timet 
May our last survivor live to be 
As bald and as wise and as tough as het 



SHERMAN '8 IN SAVANNAH 

A HALF-RHTMED IMPROMPTU 
1865 

Like the tribes of Israel, 

Fed on quails and manna, 
Sherman and his glorious band 
Journeyed through the rebel land, 
Fed from Heaven's all-bounteous handy 

Marching on Savannah ! 

As the moving pillar shone, 
Streamed the starry banner 
All day long in rosy light, 
Flaming splendor all the night, 
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Till it swooped in eagle flight 
Down on doomed Savaunabl 

Glory be to God on high 1 

Shout the loud Ilosanna! 
Treason's wilderness is past, 
Canaan's shore is won at last, 
Peal a nation's trumjjct -blast, — 

Sheniian 's in Savamiah! 

Soon shall Kichmoud's tough old hide 

Find a tough old tanner! 
Soon fi'oui every rebel wall 
Shall tilt! rag of treason fall, 
Till our banner flaps o'er all 

As it crowns Savaiiuahl 



MY ANKUAL 

18GG 



4 



How long will tins Larp wliioh you once loved to 

hear 
Clioat your lipa of a smilt; or your eyes of a tear? 
How long stir the eehoes it wakentid of old, 
Uliiiu its strings weru unbroken, untarnished its 

g.,ij? 

Dear friends of my boyhood, my words do you 

wrong; 
The lieart. the heart only, shall throb in my song; 
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It reads the kind answer that looks from your 

eyes,— 
"We win bid our old harper play on till he dies." 

Though Youth, the fair angel that looked o'er the 

strings, 
Has lost the bright glory that gleamed on his 

wings. 
Though the freshness of morning has passed from 

its tone. 
It is still the old harp that was always your own. 

I claim not its music, — each note it affords 

I strike from your heart-strings, that lend me its 

chords; 
I know you will listen and love to the last. 
For it trembles and thrills with the voice of your 

past. 

Ah, brothers! dear brothers! the harp that I hold 
No craftsman could string and no artisan mould; 
He shaped it. He strung it, who fashioned the lyres 
That ring with the hymns of the seraphim choirs. 

Not mine are the visions of beauty it brings. 

Not mine the faint fragrance around it that clings; 

Those shapes are the phantoms of years that are 

fled, 
Those sweets breathe from roses your siunmers 

have shed. 

Each hour of the past lends its tribute to this, 
Till it blooms like a bower in the Garden of Bliss; 
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Th*> timm and the thistle may grow as they will, 

^VhiTi; PrienJsliip unfolds there ia Paradise stilL 

Thi= Ijird wanders careless while siunmer is green. 
The leaf -hidden cradle that rocked him unseen; 
When Autumn's rude fingers the woods have un- 
dressed. 
The boughs may look bare, but they show liim his 



Ton precious these moments ! the lustre they fling 
Is thfi light of our yeai', is the gem of its I'ing, 
So lii'imming with sunshine, we almost forget 
The rays it has lost, and its border of jet. 

"While round us tho many-hueil halo ia shwl, 
How dear are the living, how near are the deadi 
One eirelo. scart-e brokfii, these waiting below, I 

Those walking tlic sliores whoi-e the asphodels blowl ' 

Not lifn shall enlarge it nor death shall divide, — 
N" binther iiew-l.iorn finds his place at my side; 
Nil liih'S shall freeze us, no grandeurs jufeat. 
'lis iliiuor. His Worship, are boys like ihu rest. 

Sonir.' won the world's homage, their names we hold 

Bill FririiiUhip, not Famt;, is tho countersign here; 
.\I.il;i> iiiom by the eonquciiir crowned in the strife 
]''iif iIh' coinnule tliat limps from the battle of life! 

Wiiat toniriii' talks of battle? Too long we have 
heard 
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In sorrow, in anguish, that terrible word; 

It reddened the sunshine, it crimsoned the wave, 

It sprinkled our doors with the blood of our brave* 

Peace, Peace comes at last, ¥rith her garland of 

white; 
Peace broods in all hearts as we gather to-night; 
The blazon of Union spreads full in the sim; 
We echo its words, — We are onel We are one! 



ALL HEBE 
1867 

It is not what we say or sing. 

That keeps our charm so long unbrc^en. 
Though every lightest leaf we bring 

May touch the heart as friendship's token; 
Not what we sing or what we say 

Can make us dearer to each other; 
We love the singer and his lay. 

But love as weU the silent brother. 

Yet bring whate'er your garden grows. 

Thrice welcome to our smiles and praises; 
Thanks for the myrtle and the rose. 

Thanks for the marigolds and daisies; 
One flower erelong we all shall claim, 

Alas! unloved of Amaryllis — 
Nature's last blossom — need I name 

The wreath of threescore's silver lilies? 
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I low many, brothers, meet to-night 

Around our boyhood's eoyered embers? 
Go read the treasured names aright 

The old triennial list remembers; 
Though twenty wear the starry sign 

Tliat tells a life has broke its tether, 
The fifty-eight of 'twenty -nine — 

God bless The Boys ! — are all together! 

These come with joyous look and word. 

With friendly grasp and cheerfid greeting, — 
Tliose smile unseen, and moye unheard, 

The angel guests of eyery meeting; 
They cast no shadow in the flame 

That flushes from the gilded lustre, 
But count us — we are still the same; 

One earthly band, one heayenly cluster! 

Love dies not when he bows his head 

To ])ass beyond the narrow portals, — 
Thr liL^ht tliese glowing moments shed 

\\ akes from their sleep our lost innnortals; 
Tli» V eoine as in their joyous prime, 

litfore tlieir mornin<'' davs were numbered, — 
Death stays the envious hand of Time, — 

'llie eyes have not iirown dim that slumbered! 

Tlh' patlis that loving souls have trod 

Arch o'er the dust where worldlings grovel 

Jlijii as the zeiiitli o'er the sod. — 
Lhe ero>s above the sexton's shovel! 
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We rise beyond the realms of day; 

They seem to stoop from spheres of glory 
With US one happy hour to stray, 

While youth comes back in song and stoiy* 

Ah! ours is friendship true as steel 

That war has tried in edge and temper; 
It writes upon its sacred seal 

The priest's ubiqus — omruis — semper 1 
It lends the sky a fairer sun 

That cheers our lives with rays as steady 
As if our footsteps had begun 

To print the golden streets alreadyl 

The tangling years have clinched its knot 

Too fast for mortal strength to sunder; 
The lightning bolts of noon are shot; 

No fear of evening's idle thunder I 
Too late! too late! — no graceless hand 

Shall stretch its cords in vain endeavor 
To rive the close encircling band 

That made and keeps us one forever I 

So when upon the fated scroll 

The falling stars have all descended, 
And, blotted from the breathing roll. 

Our little page of life is ended. 
We ask but one memorial line 

Traced on thy tablet, Gracious Mother: 
**My children. Boys of '29. 

In pace. How they loved each other I " 
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ONCE MORE 

1868 

" WiU I come?" That is jilcasantl I beg to in- 
quire 
If tbt' gtui that I cany has ever missed fire? 
Ami whitJi was the mustei'-roil — mentioa but 

That missed your ohl comrailu who carries the gun? 

You see mu as always, my hand ou the loek. 

The eai> ou the uijiple, the hiiraiiier full eoek; 

It is rusty, some tell nie; I hml unt (lie Beoff; i 

It is battered auil biiuHed, but it always goes off 1 

"laitloaded?" I 'U bet y.iu! AMuit doesn't it 

hold? 
Tiauiiued full to the muzzle with memorii^s untold; 
'\Vhj', it scares me to tire, lest thi^ pieces shoidd fly 
Liki' ilie cannous that burst ou the Fourth of July I 

One eliarpo is a remnant of College-day dreams 
iltM wadding is made of foreusies aud themes); 
.Ah, visions of fame I what a flash in the pan 
jVs tile trigger was pulled by ea«h clever yoimg 



Ami liivc! Bless my stars, wliat a cartridge is 

Uiere! 
A\ iili a wadding of rose-leaves and ribbons and 
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All crammed in one verse to go off at a shot! 
^^Were there ever such sweethearts?'* Of course 
there were not I 

And next, — what a load! it will split the old 

gun,— 
Three fingers, — fonr fingers, — five fingers of funl 
Come tell me, gray sages, for mischief and noise 
Was there ever a lot lie ns fellows, "The Boys '* ? 

Bump ! bump! down the staircase the cannon-ball 

goes,— 
Aha, old Professor! Look out for your toes! 
Don't think, my poor Tutor, to deep in yonr 

bed, — 
Two "Boys'* — 'twenty-niners — room over your 

head! 

Bemember the nights when the tar-barrel blazed! 
From red " Massachusetts " the war-cry was raised ; 
And "HoUis" and "Stoughton" reechoed the 

call; 
Till P poked his head out of Hoi worthy Hall! 

Old P , as we called him, — at fifty or so, — 

Not exactly a bud, but not quite in full blow; 
In ripening manhood, suppose we should say. 
Just nearing his prime, as we boys are to-day I 

Oh say, can you look through the vista of age 
To the time when old Morse drove the regular 
stage? 
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When Lycm told talea of the long- vanished yeara, 
And Lunox trept round with the rings in liis ears? 

And dost tlion, my brother, rememhcr indeed 
The ilaya of our dealings with Willard and Kead? 
"When "Dolly" was kifking and miming away. 
And punch eaine up smoking on Fillebrown's tray? 

But w hore are thti Tutoi^, iny brother, oh tell ! — 
And vvhere the Professors, remembetx-d so wtU? 
The sturdy old Orceian of Holworthy Hall, 
And Latin, and Logie, and Hebrew, and all? 

"They are dead, tlie old fellows" (we called 

tUcm »u tbfii, 
Though we sinee have found out they were lusty 

young: iiii-'n ). 
They :iie ilcfiiJ, do you tell me? — but how do yon 

know? 
You "ve filled onee too often. I doubt if it 's so. 

I 'm thinking. I 'ni tbitiking. Is this 'sixty- 

ei-ht? 
It '-; not quite so elear. It admits of debate. 
I .'I'l'./ have liecn drenming. I rather incline 
T" tliiiik — yes, I 'ni cei-taiu — it is 'twenty -nine I 

■■ V<\- Zhorzlie! " — as friend Sales ia accustomed to 

I'ly. ■ — 
V'lii i-ll nic thoy 'vq dead, but I know it 'a a licl 
is,';ii];son not President? — AV hat was 't you said? 
U i;iiit be; you're joking; what, — iill of 'cm 

deal I-.' 
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Jim, — Harry, — Fred, — Isaac, — all gone from 

our side? 
They could n't have left us, — no, not if they tried. 
Look, — there 's our old Praeses, — he can't find 

his text; 
See, — P rubs his leg, as he growls out 

''The next r' 

I told you 'twas nonsense. Joe, give us a song! 
Go harness up "Dolly," and fetch her along! — 
Dead I Dead ! You false graybeard, I swear 

they are not! 
Hurrah for Old Hickory ! — Oh, I forgot ! 

Well, one we have with us (how could he contrive 
To deal with us youngsters and still to survive?) 
Who wore for our guidance authority's robe, — 
No W(mder he took to the study of Job I 

And now, as my load was uncommonly large, 
Let me taper it off with a classical charge ; 
When that has gone off, I shall drop my old gun — 
And then stand at ease, for my service is done. 

Bibamus ad Classem vocatam " 7%6 Boys " 
£t eorum Tutorem cui nomen eat " Noyes "; 
Etfloreant^ valeant^ vigeant tam^ 
Non Peircius ipse enumeret quam I 
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THE OLD CRUISER 

1869 

Here 's the old cruiser, 'Twenty-nine, 
Forty times she 's crossed the line ; 
Same old masts and sails and crew, 
Tight and tough and as good as new. 

Into the harbor she bravely steers 
Just as she 's done for these forty years, — 
Over her anchor goes, splash and clang! 
Down her sails drop, rattle and bang I 

Comes a vessel out of the dock 
Fresh and spry as a fighting-cock, 
Feathered with sails and spurred with steam. 
Heading out of the classic stream. 

Crew" of a hundred all aboard, 
Everv man as tine us a lord. 
Gay they look and ])roud they feel, 
Bowlinir alonir on even keel. 



■o — ^"O 



On they float with wind and tide, — 
(iaiu at last the old ship's side; 
r^very man looks down in turn, — 
iioads the name that 's on her stern. 

"'Twenty-nine! — I)i</Jjle you say! 
n hat was in Skipper Kirkland's day! 
A\ liat was tlie Flvinir Dutehman's name? 
'J'liis old rover nnist be tlie same. 
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^Hol you Boatswain that walks the deck, 
How does it happen you 're not a wreck? 
One and another have come to grief, 
How have you dodged by rock and reef? '* 

Boatswain, lifting one knowing Ud, 
Hitches his breeches and shifts his quid: 
"Hey? What is it? Who 's come to grief? 
Louder, young swab, I 'm a little deaf." 

*^I say, old fellow, what keeps your boat 
With all you jolly old boys afloat. 
When scores of vessels as good as she 
Have swallowed the salt of the bitter sea? 



C( 



Many a crew from many a craft 
Goes drifting by on a broken raft 
Pieced from a vessel that clove the brine 
Taller and prouder than 'Twenty-nine. 



*^Some capsized in an angry breeze. 
Some were lost in the narrow seas. 
Some on snags and some on sands 
Struck and perished and lost their hands. 

"Tell us young ones, you gray old man. 
What is your secret, if you can. 
We have a ship as good as you. 
Show us how to keep our crew.' 



» 



So in his ear the youngster cries; 

Then the gray Boatswain straight replies: 
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"All your crew be sitie yoti know, — 
Kbver let uiiti of your shipmates go. 

"If lie loaves you, chaiig'e yoiir tack. 
Follow liim close and fetch liini hock; 
When you 've liaiiled liiui iu at last, 
Grapple his flipper and holil liim fast. 

"If you 've wi-onged liim, speak him fair. 
Say you 're sony aiul make it square; 
If he 's ■wnjiigcd you, wiiilc so tight 
None of you see what 's plain iu sight 

"AVhen the world goes hanl and wrong, 
Li-ntl a luind to help hiui along; 
"M'heu his sniekinijs have holes to darn. 
Don't you grudge Imu yoiu- ball of yarn. 

"Onee in a twelvemouth, come what may, 
Anchor your Khiji iu a quiet \ny, 
Call all haudu and read the log, 
Aiui give 'em a taste of grub and grog. 

"Stick to each othor through thick and thin; 
All the elosi^r as age leaks Jn ; 
Squalls will lilow and clouds will frown, 
But stay by youi" ship till you all go down! " 

IDDED you THE ALUSINI ALEETING, JUNE 29, 

1809. 
So the gray Ttoatswain of 'Twenty-nine 
I'ipwl to "The iSoys" as they crossed the line; 
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Bound the cabin sat tliirty guests, 

Babes of the nurse with a thousand breasts. 

There were the judges, grave and grand, 
Flanked by the priests on either hand; 
There was the lord of wealth untold. 
And the dear good fellow in broadcloth old. 

Thirty men, from twenty towns, 

Sires and grandsires with silvered crowns, — 

Thirty school-boys all in a row, — • 

Bens and Georges and Bill and Joe. 

In thirty goblets the wine was poured. 

But threescore gathered around the board, — > 

For lol at the side of every chair 

A shadow hovered — we all were therel 
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1869 

Thou Gracious Power, whose mercy lends 
The light of home, the smile of friends. 
Our gathered flock thine arms infold 
As in the peaceful days of old. 

Wilt thou not hear us while we raise. 
In sweet accord of solemn praise. 
The voices that have mingled long 
In joyous flow of mirth and song? 
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For all the blessings life has brought, 
For all its sorrowing hours have taught, 
For all we mourn, for all we keep, 
The hands we clasp, the loved that sleep; 

Tlie noontide sunshine of the past. 
These brief, bright moments fading fast, 
The stars that gild our darkening years. 
The twilight ray from holier spheres; 

We thank thee, Father! let thy grace 
Our narrowing circle still embrace, 
Thy mercy shed its heavenly store, 
Thy peace be with us evermore ! 



EVEN-SONG. 
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It may be, yes, it must be, Time that brings 

An end to mortal tilings, 
Tliiit sends tlie bcgu^ar Winter in the train 

Of .Vutunin's burdcMicd wain, — 
Time, that is lieir of all our eartldy state, 

.Vnd knoweth well to wait 
Till sea hatli turned to shore and shore to sea, 

If so it need must l)e, 
Kre he make LTood his elaim and call his own 

()L1 empires overthrown, — 
Tinn'. wlio eaii lind no lieavenly orb too large 

To hold its fee in ehari^e, 
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Nor any motes that fill its beam so small, 

But he shall care for all, — 
It may be, must be, — yes, he soon shall tire 

This hand that holds the lyre. 

Then ye who listened in that earlier day 

When to my careless lay 
I matched its chords and stole their first-bom thrill. 

With untaught rudest skill 
Vexing a treble from the slender strings 

Thin as the locust sings 
When the shrill-crying child of sununer's heat 

Pipes from its leafy seat. 
The dim pavilion of embowering green 

Beneath whose shadowy screen 
The small sopranist tries his single note 

Against the song-bird's throat, 
And all the echoes listen, but in vain; 

They hear no answering strain, - 
Then ye who listened in that earlier day 

Shall sadly turn away. 

Saying, ^^The fire bums low, the hearth is cold 

That warmed our blood of old ; 
Cover its embers and its half -burnt brands. 

And let us stretch our hands 
Over a brighter and fresh-kindled flame; 

Lo, this is not the same, 
The joyous singer of our morning time. 

Flushed high with lusty rhyme 1 
Speak kindly, for he bears a human heart, 

But whisper him apart, — 
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TfU liim the woods llieir autumn robes have slied 

Aii.l :ill tbfir liinls have tied, 
And -Ikiiiliug wiiids iniljuild the naked nests 

Tiu'v wamied with jKitient bi-easts; 
Ti'Il liiiu tile sky is datli, tlio siuauicr o'er, 

Aiiil bid liini siiig no more! " 

Ah, WL'Iladay! if wortls so crucl-ltiud 

A listfiiiug ear might fiiul! 
But Mho that hears the music in his soul 

Of rhythmic wavos that foil 
Cresti-d with yleauis of iire, and as they flow 

ytir all the deeps below 
Till tile fireat jHiirls no calm ralsht ever reach 

Lr;ip f^Iirtenin^ on thu lieaeh. — 
"Willi that has known the jmssiiHi anil the pain, 

Tlie rush throut,^! heart and hrniu, 
Tlie joy SI) like a panp bis hand is jiressed 

Hju'd on hb thi-ohhinsj; bivawt, 
When thou, whose mnilo iH life and hliss and fama 

Ilii^t ^et Ms jmlse uflame. 
Mus.. nf thf l\Te: eaii say farewell to thee? 

ALi-I ami luu^it it be? 

Ill uiiiny ji cliiiit, ill many a stately tougue, 

Till' mi-hty lianls have sanj;; 
To il)i .i> the immemorial thrones belong 

. Villi purple robes of son^; 
Yi.'i ihe sliglit minstrel loves the slender tone 

ili' lips may eall his own, 
Aiiil liti<ls tlie measui-e <if the verse more aweeti 

Timed l.y his puWs heat. 
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Than all the hymnings of the laurelled Hiroiig. 

Say not I do him wrong, 
For Nature spoils her warblers, — them she feeds 

In lotus-growing meads 
And pours them subtle draughts from haunted 
streams 

That £01 their souls with dreams. 

Full well I know the gracious mother's wiles 

And dear delusive smiles I 
No caUow fledgling of her singing brood 

But tastes that witching food. 
And hearing overhead the eagle's wing. 

And how the thrushes sing, 
Vents his exiguous chirp, and from his nest 

Flaps forth — we know the rest. 
I own the weakness of the tuu3ful kind, — 

Are not all harpers blind? 
I sang too early, must I sing too late? 

The lengthening shadows wait 
The first pale stars of twilight, — yet how sweet 

The flattering whisper's cheat, — 
^^Thou hast the fire no evening chill can tame. 

Whose coals outlast its flame I " 

Farewell, ye carols of the laughing mom. 

Of earliest sunshine bom! 
The sower flings the seed and looks not back 

Along his furrowed track; 
The reaper leaves the stalks for other hands 

To gird with circling bands; 
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Thi? wind, earth's carcloss servant, truant-bom, 

Illows clean the heaten corn 
And quits the tliresher's floor, and goes his way 

TiJ s^Kirt with ocean's sprajj 
The lieadlong-Htumhling livulet scrambling down 

To wasli the sea-girt town, 
Stiil habbling of the green and billowy waste 

"Whose salt he lungs to taste, 
Ert liis warm wave its diilling clasp may feel 

Has twilled the miller's wheel. 

The song has done its task that makes us bold 

With secrets else untold,^ 
And mine lias run its errand ; through the dews 

1 tracked the flying Muse; 
Tlic daughter of the morning touched my lips 

AVith roseate fingcr-tijis ; 
AVhitlier I wmdd or would not, I must sing | 

A\'ith the new choirs of fl]mng; 
Xow, as I watcli the fading autumn day 

jViid trill my softened lay, 
I think of all that listened, and of one ' 

For whom a brighter stm 
Dawned at high siunmer's noon. Ah, comrades 
dear. 

Arc not all gathered here? 
Our heai-ts have answered. — Yes! theyliear our 
call; 

All gathered here! alll all] 



THE SMILING LISTENER 841 

THE SMIUNG LISTENER 

1871 

Precisely. I see it. You all want to say 
That a tear is too sad and a laugh is too gay; 
You could stand a faint smile, you could manage a 

sigh, 
But you value your ribs, and you don't want to 

cry. 

And why at our feast of the clasping of hands 
Need we turn on the stream of our lachrymal 

glands? 
Though we see the white breakers of age on our bow. 
Let us take a good pull in the jolly-boat nowl 

It 's hard if a fellow cannot feel content 
When a banquet like this does n't cost him a cent, 
When his goblet and plate he may empty at will, 
And our kind Class Committee will settle the bilL 

And here 's your old friend, the identical bard 
Who has rhymed and recited you verse by the yard 
Since the days of the empire of Andrew the First 
Till you're full to the brim and feel ready to 
burst. 

It 's awful to think of, — how year after year 
With his piece in his pocket he waits for you here; 
No matter who 's missing, there always is one 
To lug out his manuscript, sure as a gun. 



"'\Miy w-on't lip stop writing?" Humanity cries: 
The answer in briffly. "He ran't if ho tries; 
Ho has i>kyod "ft-ilh his foolish ohl feather bo long, 
That the goose-quill iu spite of him cackles iu 



You liave wati'hinl liiui witli patience from mom- 

ing to ilusk 
Since the tassi'l was bri<rht o'er the green of the 

huhk. 
Anil now— it "s too bad — it's a pitiful job — 
He lias slulled thi> t\\k- ear till he "s come to the 

eob. 

I see one face beaming — it listens ho well 
Tliur..' must be some niusie yet left in luy shell — 
The wine of my soul is mit thii'k on the lees; 
One .^tl■ing is imbroken, one fi'ieml I eau jilease! 

Dear eomraile, the smishine of seasons gone by i 

I^oiiltii out fiYim your tender and tear -moistened oyc, ' 
A pliiiros of love on an iee-girdled eaa*t, — 
Kind soiU:— Don't you hear lue? — He's deaf aa 
a post I 

•".'an it be one of Xnture's benevolent tricks 
Tiiat vim ^row bard of hearing as T {;raw prolix? 
Ami -liat look of <leliglit wliich would augels be- 

j,-uile 
I- ill" dL'ui man's prolonged unintelligent smile? 

Ah ! ihe ear may grow dull, and the eye may wax 
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Bat they Btill know a classmate — they can't mis- 
take him; 

There is something to tell us, ^^That 's one of our 
band," 

Though we groped in the dark for a touch of his 
hand. 

Well, Time with his snuffers is prowling about 
And his shaky old fingers will soon snuff us out; 
There 's a hint for us all in each pendulum tick. 
For we 're low in the tallow and long in the wick. 

You remember Bossini — yon 've been at the play? 

How his overture-endings keep crashing away 

Till you think, "It 's all over — it can't but stop 
now — 

That 's the screech and the bang of the final bow- 
wow." 

And you find you 're mistaken; there 's lots more 

to come. 
More banging, more screeching of fiddle and drum. 
Till when the last ending is finished and done. 
You feel like a horse when the winning-post 's 

won. 

So I, who have sung to you, merry or sad. 

Since the days when they called me a promising 

lad. 
Though I 've made you more rhymes than a tutor 

coidd scan, 
Havea few more still left, like the razor-strop man« 
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Now i>ray don't lie friplitencil — I 'm ready to stop 
My g:ilIoi>iug anape^ts' flatter and pop — 
In i-M-t, if you say bo, retire from to-day | 

To tile gari'ct I left, on a poet's half-pay. 

And yet — I can't help it — perhaps — who can 

' tc-U? 
You might misa the jwor singer you treated so well, 
And (■i>ufeas you could stand him five minutes or so, 
"It w;ia ao like old times we remember, you know." 

'Tia ii(rt that the music can signify nmeh, 

But ihi^n there are ehoi-ds that awake with i, 

tuueh, — 
And oiir hearts can fliul echoes of sorrow and joy 
To the wiueli of the minstrel who hails from Savoy. 

So thi^ iiaiid-orgati tunc that I eheei-fully grind 
Way Ijriug the old jJaeea imd faces to lutnd. 
And seen in the light of tlio past we recall 
The flowers that have faded hloom faii'est of aUI 
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< >N'E niemorj' trembles on our lips; 

it throbs ill every breast; 
Jii tear-dimmed eyes, in mirth's eclipse, 

'I'iie shadow stands confessed. 
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O silent voice, that cheered so long 

Our manhood's marching day. 
Without thy breath of heavenly song. 

How weary seems the wayl 

Vain every pictured phrase to tell 

Our sorrowing heart's desire, — 
The shattered harp, the broken shell. 

The silent unstrung lyre; 

For youth was round us while he sang; 

It glowed in every tone; 
With bridal chimes the echoes rang. 

And made the past our own. 

Oh blissful dream I Our nursery joys 

We know must have an end. 
But love and friendship's broken toys 

May God's good angels mend! 

The cheering smile, the voice of mirth 

And laughter's gay surprise 
That please the children bom of earthy 

Why deem that Heaven denies? 

Methinks in that refulgent sphere 

That knows not sun or moon. 
An earth-bom saint might long to hear 

One verse of "Bonny Doon "; 

Or waUdng through the streets of gold 
In heaven's unclouded light. 
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His lips recall the song of old 
And hum "The sky is bright.** 

And can we smile when thou art dead? 

Ah, brothers, even so! 
The rose of simiiner mil be red. 

In spite of winter's snow. 

Thou wouldst not leave us all in gloom 

Because thy song is still. 
Nor blight the banquet-garland's bloom 

Witli grief's untimely chill. 

The sighing wintry winds complain, — 
The singing bird has flown, — 

Hark! heard I not that ringing strain, 
That dear celestial tone? 

How poor these pallid plu^ases seem, 
How weak this tinkling line, 

As warbles through niv waking dream 
That angel voice of thine I 

Tliy requiem asks a sweeter lay; 

It falters on my tongue; 
For all we vainly strive to say, 

Tliou shoiddst thyself have sung! 
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The dirge is played, the throbbing death-peal 
rung, 
The sad-voiced requiem sung; 
On each white urn where memory dwells 
The wreath of rustling immortelles 
Our loving hands have hung, 
And balmiest leaves have strown and tenderest 
blossoms flung. 

The birds that filled the air with songs have flown, 
The wintiy blasts have blown, 
And these for whom the voice of spring 
Bade the sweet choirs their carols sing 
Sleep in those chambers lone 
Where snows untrodden lie, imheard the night- 
winds moan. 

We clasp them all in memory, as the vine 
Whose runn i ng stems intwine 
The marble shaft, and steal around 
The lowly stone, the nameless mound; 
With sorrowing hearts resign 
Our brothers true and tried, and dose our broken 
line. 

How fast the lamps of life grow dim and die 
Beneath our sunset shy I 
Still fading, as along our track 
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We uast our saddened glances back, ^ 

And while we vainly sigh 
Tht shadowy day recedes, the stairy night draws 
nigh. 

As when from pier to pier across the tide i 

AVith evL>n keel we glide, ' 

The lights we left aloiigf the shore 
Grow U'sa and less, while more, yet more 
New vistas open wide 
Of fair illumined streets and casements golden- 
t'yed. 

Each closing circle of our sunlit sphere 
Seems to hiiug hcaveu more near: 
Can we not dream that those we love 1 

Are listening in the world above 
And smiling as they hear 
Tht; voiees known so well of frienda that still are 
dear? I 

Does nil that made us himaan fade away i 

\\'ith this dissolving clay? j 

X:iy. rather deem the blessed isles | 

Afi- Li'iylit and gay with joyous emilea, ' 

That angels have their play, 
jVnil ^^uints that tire of song may claim their Iioli- 
aay. 

j\U fi-ie of earth may perish; love alone 
Aot heaven shall find outgrown! 
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Are they not here, our spirit guests, 
With love still throbbing in their breasts? 
Once more let flowers be strown. 
Welcome, ye shadowy forms, we count you still 
our own I 
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I HAVE come with my verses — I think I may claim 
It is not the first time I have tried on the same. 
They were puckered in rhyme, they were wrinkled 

in wit; 
But your hearts were so large that they made them 

a fit. 

I have come — not to tease you with more of my 

rhyme. 
But to feel as I did in the blessed old time; 
I want to hear him with the Brobdingnag laugh — 
We count him at least as three men and a half. 

I have come to meet judges so wise and so grand 
That I shake in my shoes while they 're ftWlriTig my 

hand; 
And the prinoe among merchants who put back the 

crown 
When they tried to enthrone him the King of the 

Town. 

I have come to see George — Yes, I think there are 
four, 
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If they all were like these I could wish tliere were 

I have come to see one whom we used to call 

"Jim," 
I want to see — oh, don't I want to see him? 

I have come to grow young — on my word I deL'lare 
I have thought I detected a changi' In my hair! 
One hour with "The Boya" will restore it to 

brown — 
And a wrinkle or two I expect to rub down. 

Yes, that 's what I 've come for, as all of U9 come; 
"Wheti I meet the dear Boys I coidd wish I were 

dumb. 
You asked me, you know, but it 's spoiling the 

fim; 
I have tulJ what I came for; my ditty is done. 



OUR BANKER 
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Or.D TiJiE, in whose bank we deposit our notes, 
Is ;i iiiist-r who always wants Ri'ineas for gi-oats; 
I lu kii'iis all his customers still in arrears 
By liiuiing them minutes and charging them years. 

Tlio twelvemonth rolls round and we never forget 
(Jii tin- counter before us to pay him our debt, 
\\\- rrrkun the murks he has chalked on the door, 
I':iy up and shake hands and begin a now score. 
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How long he will lend us, how much we may owe, 
No angel will tell us, no mortal may know. 
At fivescore, at fourscore, at threescore and ten. 
He may close the account with a stroke of his pen. 

This only we know, — amid sorrows and joys 
Old Time has been easy and kind with **The 

Boys." 
Though he must have and will have and does have 

his pay. 
We have found him good-natured enough in his 

way. 

He never forgets us, as others will do, — 
I am sure he knows me, and I think he knows you, 
For I see on your foreheads a mark that he lends 
As a sign he remembers to visit his friends. 

In the shape of a classmate (a wig on his crown, — 
His day-book and ledger laid carefully down) 
He has welcomed us yearly, a glass in his hand. 
And pledged the good health of our brotherly band. 

He 's a thief, we must own, but how many there be 

That rob us less gently and fairly than he : 

He has stripped the green leaves that were over us 

aU, 
But they let in the sunshine as fast as they fall. 

Young beauties may ravish the world with a glance 
As they languish in song, as they float in the 
dance, — 
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They are grandmothers now we remember as girls. 
And the romtly white cap takes the pla^e of the 

cui'k. 

But the sighing and moaning and groaning are 

o'er, 
"VVe are pining and moping and sleepless no more, 
And the heai-ts that were thumping like ships on 

the roelts 
Beat an quiet and steady as mctting-house clocks. 

The tnnnp of amliition, loud Bounding and slirill. 
May hlow its long bLxst, but the ec-hoes are still, 
Tile spring-tides are past, but no billow may reach | 
The spoils they have landed far up on the beach. 

Vt'c see thiit Time robs ua. we know that he cheats, j 
But Ml' still Jbid a eliarm in his jileawtiit deceits, 
"While he leaves the it'memhraiice of all that was ' 

best. 
Love, fi'ieudship, and hope, and tlie promise of 

rest. 

?woet shadows of twilight! how calm their repose, 
^\'liiie tlie dewdrops fall soft in the breast of the 

rose! 
ilnw blest to the toiler his hour of release 
^Vlirii the vesper is heard with its whisper of 



Tlh Ti luTe 's to the wrinkled old miser, our friend; 
JLiv ho scud us his bilU to the century's end. 
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And lend us the moments no sorrow alloys, 
TiU lie squares his account with the last of ^The 
Boys." 



FOB CLASS MEETING 
1876 

It is a pity and a shame — alas! alas! I knowitis, 
To tread the trodden grapes again, but so it has 

been, so it is; 
The purple vintage long is past, with ripened 

clusters bursting so 
They filled the wine-vats to the brim, — 't is strange 

you will be thirstiog sol 

Too well our faithful memoiy tells what might be 
rhymed or sung about, 

For all have sighed and some have wept since last 
year's snows were flung about; 

The beacon flame that fired the shy, the modest 
ray that gladdened us, 

A little breath has quenched their light, and deep- 
ening shades have saddened us. 

No more our brother's life is ours for cheering or 

for grieving us. 
One only sadness they bequeathed, the sorrow of 

their leaving us; 
Farewell! Farewell! — I turn the leaf I read my 

chiming measure in ; 
Who knows but something still is there a friend 

may find a pleasure in? 
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For who can tell liy wliiit hu liies what other peo* I 

l,li--s fancies are'.' j 

How all men think tlie best of wives their own I 

partifuhir Xiuifiea arc ? \ 

■i£ whiit I sing you Lrings a smile, you will not stop ' 

to eatec'hise, 
Nor TL'sul B»Eotta's lumtwiug liiif with uii/nly scan* . 

iiiiig Attic eyes. | 

Pfrliaps the alaLastLT liox that Jlaiy broke so lov- 
ingly, 

^Vliik' Ju<lits looltt'il ao sternly on, the Master so 
ajiproviiigly, 

A\ as not Rf) f.iirly wrought as thoae that PilEttB's i 
wife and daughters had, 1 

Or many a danui of Juduh'a line that drank of 1 
Jordan's waters Lad. i 

Perbn[)s the balm that cost so dear, as some ro- 

iiiHrked otKi-iiiiiwly. 
Tlie jirecioUR nard that tillivi the room with fra- 

gram-e m deliriously, 
So 'ift recalled in storied page and sung in verse 

melodious, 
Tlie dauduij c'irl had thought too cheap, — that 

daiigliter of Ilcrodias. 

■VVlieiv HOW are all the mighty deeds that Herod 

l.n:..te,l loudest of? 
'^VlK■lv iKfw the flashing jewelry the tetrarcU'a wifa 

"ivas proudest of ? 
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Yet stin to hear how Mary loved, all tribes of men 

are listening, 
And still the sinful woman's tears like stars in 

heaven are glistening. 

'T is not the gift our hands have brought, the love 

it is we bring with it, — 
The minstrel's lips may shape the song, his heart 

in tune must sing with it; 
And so we love the simple lays, and wish we might 

have more of them. 
Our poet brothers sing for us, — there must be half 

a score of them. 

It may be that of fiune and name our voices once 

were emulous, — 
With deeper thoughts, with tenderer throbs their 

softening tones are tremulous; 
The dead seem listening as of old, ere friendship 

was bereft of them ; 
The living wear a kinder smile, the remnant that 

is left of them. 

Though on the once unfurrowed brows the harrow- 

teeth of Time may show, 
Though all the strain of crippling years the halting 

feet of rhyme may show. 
We look and hear with melting hearts, for what 

we aU remember is 
The mom of Spring, nor heed how chill the sky of 

gray November is. 
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Thanks to the gracious powers above from all man- 
kind tkat singled ns, , 

And dropped the peai-1 of friendship in the cup they | 
kiudlj mingled us. 

And bound its in a WTeath of flowers with hoops of I 
st«el knit under it; — 

Nor time, nor space, nor chance, nor change, nor 
death himself shall sunder it I 



-AD AMICOS" 

187C 



Tnr. niusi' of boyhood's fervid hour 

(irowH tame aa slties get tliill and hazy; 
^VhePL' onee elic sought a passion-flower. 

She only hojies to find a, daisy. 
AVell, who the changing world bewails? 

VTlio aaks to linve it stay iinalt<Ted? 
Shall j,To\Tn-iip kitti'ns chase their tails? 

Shall eolts ho never shod or haltered? 

Are we "Tlie Bors " that used to make 

Tlio tables ring witli noisy follies? 
^i\'hose dccp-hniged laughter oft would shake 

TliL- (viliiig with its thunder-volleys? 
Arc we tlie vouflis with li]is unshorn, 

At beiiuty's feet uuwriukled suitors, 
Wimse iii.tuoiies leaih tradition's mom, — 

Tlie .la\s of i.r.bUtoiie liitois? 
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"The Boys " we knew, — but who are these 

Whose heads might serve for Plutarch's sages, 
Or Fox's martyrs, if you please, 

Or hermits of the dismal ages? 
**The Boys " we knew — can these be those ? 

Their cheeks with morning's blush were 
painted; — 
Where are the Harrys, Jims, and Joes 

With whom we once were well acquainted? 

If we are they, we 're not the same; 

If they are we, why then they 're masking; 
Do tell us, neighbor What 's-your-name. 

Who are you? — What 's tiie use of asking? 
You once were George, or Bill, or Ben; 

There's you, yourself — there's you, that 
other — 
I know you now — I knew you then — 

You used to be your younger brother! 

You both are all our own to-day, — 

But ah! I hear a warning whisper; 
Yon roseate hour that flits away 

Bepeats the Boman's sadpaiUisper, 
Come back! come back! we 've need of you 

To pay you for your word of warning; 
We 'U badie your wings in brighter dew 

Than ever wet the lids of morning I 

Behold this cup; its mystic wine 

No alien's lip has ever tasted; 
The blood of friendship's clinging vine. 

Still flowing, flowing, yet un wasted; 
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01(1 Tinip forgot his niiiiiing sand 

Ajiil L»i(l his Loiir-gl:tss down to fill it, 

Ami Death hiinHelf with gentle band 
Iljia touched the chalice, not to spill it. 

Each bubble rounding at the brim 

Is raiiibowLHi with its nmgio story; 
The sliiuitig days with age grown dim 

Aru di-cssod again in robes of gloiy; 
In all its freslinetis s|>riug returns 

^\'ith song of birds and blossoms tender; 
Once moi-e the ton^h of passion bums. 

A]id youth is here in all its splendor! 

Hope swings her anchor like a toy, 

Lave laughs and shows the eilvei" arrow 
"We hncw so well as man and boy, — 

The shaft that stings througli bone and marrow; 
Agiiin our kindling pulses Iieiit, 

With ttuigletl ciu'ls our fingiTS daily. 
And bygone boautips smile as sweet 

As fi-esh-blown lilies of the valley. 

O bl.'ssed hour! we may forget 

Tts wreatlis, itn I'hjnues, its songs, its laughter, 
"lilt line the loving eyes we met, 

'.Vliiise liglit shall gild the dim hereafter. 
ihm- rvi'ry ]w.nt to eueJi grows wanni 

J-^ .>ne in smisiiiiie'w ruv? AVe shui-e it. 
i.s nii,Mn som.w-s bliiidiii- storm? 

A look, a word, shall help liim bear it. 
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"The Boys " we were, "The Boys " we '11 be 

As long as three, as two, are creeping; 
Then here 's to him — ahl which is he? — 

Who lives till all the rest are sleeping; 
A life with tranquil comfort blest. 

The young man's health, the rich man's plenty, 
All earth can give that earth has best. 

And heaven at fourscore years and twenty. 



HOW NOT TO SETTLE IT 

1877 

I LIKE, at times, to hear the steeples' chimes 
With sober thoughts impressively that mingle; 

But sometimes, too, I rather like — don't you?-*- 
To hear the music of the sleigh bells' jingle. 

I like full well the deep resounding swell 
Of mighty symphonies with chords inwoven ; 

But sometimes, too, a song of Bums — don't you? 
After a solemn storm-blast of Beethoven. 

Good to the heels the well-worn slipper feels 
When the tired player shuffles off the buskin; 

A page of Hood may do a fellow good 
After a scolding from Carlyle or Buskin. 

Some works I find, — say Watts upon the Mind, — 
No matter though at first they seemed amusing, 

Not quite the same, but just a little tame 
After some five or six times' reperusing. 



mmofm, 
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So, t-iio, at tiiiiea when nieliuiolioly rLjTnes 
Or soleiuu si»eecbes sober down a dinner, 

1 've seen it 'a true, quite aftcB, — have n't 
you? — 
The best-£ed guests perceptibly grow thimier. 

Better some jest (in proper terms expressed) 
Or story (stiictly moml) even if musty. 

Or song we sung when these old throats were 
young, — 
Something to keep our souls from getting ruaty. 

TIiu poorest scrap from memory's r.igged lap 
Comes like an heirloom from a dear dead 
mother — 

Hiisli! theiv 'a a tear that has no business here, 
A half-formed sigh that ere its birth we smother. 

AVc cry, we laugh; ah. life is half ami half, ' 

Xow bright and joynua as a. anng of Ilerrick's, 
Tlifii I'hill and bare as funeral -minded Blair; 

As tickle as a female in hysterics. 

If I i.iiiid make you cry I would n't try; 

If }'<n liave Imidcn smiles I "d like to find them, 
,\iLil that although, as well I ought to know. 

Tin lips of hiu[,'htcr have a skull behind them. 

Vi't vvhcn I think we may be on the brink 

Of having Freedom's banner to dispose of, 
.\11 nirnsi>n-hued, because the Nation woidd 

h\>]-t on cutting its own precious nose off. 
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I fed indeed as if we rather need 
A sermon such as preachers tie a text on. 

If Freedom dies because a ballot lies. 

She earns her grave; 'tis time to call the sexton! 

But if a fight can make the matter right, 

Here are we, classmates, thirty men of mettle; 

We're strong and tough, we've lived nigh long 
enough, — 
What if the Nation gave it us to settle? 

The tale would read like that illustrious deed 
When Curtius took the leap the gap that filled 
in. 

Thus: ^* Fivescore years, good friends, as it appears, 
At last this people split on Hayes and Tilden. 

''One half cried, ' See! the choice is S. J. T. I ' 
And one half swore as stoutly it was t' other; 

Both drew the knife to save the Nation's life 
By wholesale vivisection of each other. 

''Then rose in mass that monumental Class, — 
' Hold! holdl ' they cried, ' give us, give us the 
daggers!' 

* Content I content! ' exclaimed with one consent 
The gaunt ex-rebels and the carpet-baggers. 

"Fifteen each side, the combatants divide. 
So nicely balanced are their predilections; 

And first of all a tear-drop each lets fall, 
A tribute to their obsolete affections. 
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"Xliin facing man, the sanguine strife began, 
Jai'k, Jim nuil Joe against Tom, Dick ami Harry, 

Eaeli several jwir its own atieonnt to square, 
Till botli were down or one stood solitJiry. 

" AnrI the groat fight raged furious all tlie night 

Till every int*?gfr was inadc a fniction; 
Rcadtr. woiildst know what histoiy has to show 

As nut result of the above transaction? 



"AVhole coat-tnils, four; stray fragments, several 
seoit; ; 
A heap of s]wrtaele3; a deaf man's tnunpet; 
Six hiwyers' IinVfs; seven pocket -haii tl k e rch i efs ; 
T\\(lve canes wherewith the owners used t-o stump 
it; 

"<!)d(l rubber-shoes; old gloves of different hues; 

Tax - hills. — unpaid, — and several empty 
purses s 
And. saved from harm hy some iTToteeting eharm, 

A [triiited page \vith Smith's immoi-taJ vcrsoa; 

"Trill.'S that elaini no very speeial name, — 
S.jiie iwi-fu]. Others eliiefly ornamental; 

l*iiis. huttons rings, and other trivial things, 
'Aitli various wrei'ks, eai>illary and dental. 

■'Al-i', line tiag, — "fwas nothing hut a rag, 
Aiiil what devire it hoi-e it little niatti-'ra; 

lifil, wjiite. and blue, hut rent all throngh and 
tln'oLi-h. 
■ riiinn fori-vi'r ' liirn to shreds and tattera. 
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^They fought so well not one was left to tell 
Whieli got the largest share of cuts and slashes; 

When heroes meet, both sides are bonnd to beat ; 
They telescoped like cars in railroad smashes. 

**So the great split that baffled human wit 
And might have cost the lives of twenty millions. 

As all may see that know the rule of three, 
Was settled just as well by these civilians. 

^^ As well. Just so. Not worse, not better. No, 
Next morning found the Nation still divided; 

Since all were slain, the inference is plain 

They left the point they fought for undecided." 



If not quite true, as I have told it you, — - 

This tale of mutual extermination. 
To minds perplexed with threats of what comes 
next. 

Perhaps may furnish food for contemplation. 

To cut men's throats to help them count their 
votes 

Is asinine — nay, worse — ascidian folly; 
Blindness like that would scare the mole and bat, 

And make the liveliest monkey melancholy. 

I say once more, as I have said before. 
If voting for our Tildens and our Hayeses 

Means only fight, then. Liberty, good night I 
Pack up your ballot-box and go to blazes! 
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UufuTl your lilocul-red flags, you murderous hags. 
Yon jieli-olejise.t of Paris, fierce and foamy; 

We '11 sell our stock in Plymouth's blasted rock, 
Full up our stakes and migrate to Daliomeyl 
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1878 

Yes! the vacant chairs tell sadly we are going, 

going fast. 
And the thought comes strangely o'er mc, who will 

live to be the last? 
AVbeii the twentieth centurj-'s simheaois cUmlt the 

far-off eastern liill, 
"With his niupty wiuters burdened, will he greet the 

morning stiU';* 

Will he stand with Har\'ard's nurslings when they 

hear their mother's call 
And the old and young are gathered in the many 

alcoved hall? 
"Will lie answer to the summons when they range 

themselves in line 
And tin? young mustachioed marshal calls out 

•'Class of '29"? 

Mctliiiiks I see the column as its lengthened ranks 

ai-i-oar 
In thj sunshine ot the morrow of the nineteen hon- 

dreilth year ; 
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Through the yard 'tis creeping, winding, by the 
walls of dusky red, — 

What shape is that which totters at the long pro- 
cession's head? 

Who knows this ancient graduate of fourscore 

years and ten, — 
What place he held, what name he bore among the 

sons of men? 
So speeds the curious question; its answer travels 

slow; 
^ 'T is the last of sixty classmates of seventy years 

ago-'* 

His figure shows but dimly, his face I scarce can 

see. 
There's something that reminds me, — it looks 

like — is it he? 
He f Who f No voice may whisper what wrinkled 

brow shall claim 
The wreath of stars that circles our last survivor's 

name. 

Will he be some veteran minstrel, left to pipe in 

feeble rhyme 
All the stories and the glories of our gay and 

golden time? 
Or some quiet, voiceless brother in whose lonely, 

loving breast 
Fond memory broods in silence, like a dove upon 

her nest? 



Will it be some old Emeritus, who taught so long 

ago 
The Ijoys that heard him leotm* have beads as 

white as snow? 
Or a jiious. painful preacher, hoUing forth from 

year to year 
Till his colleague got a rnlleagne whom the young 

folks flocked to hear? 

Will it be a rich old niei-ehaiit in a square-tied 
white Cravat, 

Or svlcct - man of a village in a i>re-histxjriu 
hat? 

Will his dwelling he a mansinn in a marble -fronted 
row. 

Or a lioint'stead by a hillside where the huckleber- 
ries grow? 

I can see our one surnvor, sitting lonely by him- 
self. — 

All Lis college text-boohs roinid liini, ranged in 
order on their slu'lf ; 

There are classic "interUuers"' tilled with learn- 
ing's choicest pith. 

Each cum iiotis variorum, rpias rcceiisuit rloctua 
Smith; 

riiy-^Li's, metaphysics, logic, mathematics — all the 



- wisdom -crammed octavo ho has utast«red 

and forgot, 
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With the ghosts of dead professors standing guard 
beside them all; 

And the room is full of shadows which their let- 
tered backs recall. 

How the past spreads out in vision with its far 

recedingtrain. 
Like a long embroidered arras in the chambers of 

the brain, 
From opening manhood's morning when first we 

learned to grieve 
To the fond regretful moments of our sorrow-sad« 

dened eve! 

What early shadows darkened our idle summer's 

joy 
When death snatched roughly from us that lovely 

bright-eyed boyl 
The years move swiftly onwards; the deadly shafts 

fall fast, — 
Till all have dropped around him — lo, there he 

stands, — the lastl 

Their faces flit before him, some rosy-hued and 

fair. 
Some strong in iron manhood, some worn with toil 

and care; 
Their smiles no more shall greet him on cheeks 

with pleasure flushed I 
The friendly hands are folded, the pleasant voices 

hushed I 



3C8 POEMS OF THE CLASS OP"*i 

My picture sets me dreaming; alas! and can it be 
Those two familiar faces we never more may see? 
lu €very entering footfall I tbink them drawing 

"With every door that opens I say, "At last they 're 

The willow bends unbroken when angry tempests 

blow, 
The stately oak is levelled and all its strengtli laid 

low; 
So fell that tower of manhood, undaunted, patient, 

strong, 
White with the gathering snowflakes, who faeed 

the storm so long. 

And he, — what subtle phrases their varying light 

must blend 
To paint as each remembers our many-featured 

friend ! i 

Ilia wit a Hash auroral that laughed in every look, ' 
His tulii a sunbeam broken on the ripples of a 

brook. 

Or, fud from thousand sources, a fountain's glitter- 
ing jet, 

Or careless handfuls scattered of diamond sparks 
unset ; 

All, liu'teh him, paint him, mould him in every 
slia|>e you will, 

ill.' \ia> Inmavlf — the only — the one unpictured 
aiUI 
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Farewelll onr skies are darkened and jet the stars 

will shine. 
We 'U dose our ranks together and still fall into 

line 
Till one is left, one only, to monm for all the rest; 
And Heaven bequeath their memories to him who 

loves us besti 



THE ARCHBISHOP AND QTL BLAS 

A MODXBNIZKD VKBSION 
1879 

I don't think I feel much older; I 'm aware I 'm 

rather gray. 
But so are many young folks; I meet 'em every 

day. 
I confess I 'm more particular in what I eat and 

drink, 
But one's taste improves with culture; that is all 

it means, I think. 

Can you read a8 once you used to t Well, the 

printing is so bad. 
No young folks' eyes can read it like the books 

that once we had. 
Are you quite as quick of hearing f Please to say 

that once again. 
DonH I use plain wordsy yowr Heverencef Yes, 

I often use a cane, 



IJut it's not Iiocause 1 need it, —no, I always 

likfd a stk-k; 
And as one might lean upon it, 't is as well it , 

sliuidd be tliick. 
Oh, I 'ni sinait, I 'm sjiry, I 'in lively, — I can 

walk, yes, that I can, 
On thi' days I feel like walking, just aa well as 

you, young man 1 

Don't you gel a little sleepy after dinner every 

'dmjt 
Well, I doze a little, sometimes, but that always 

was my way, 
Don't you crif a little eaeier than some tmenty i 

years ago f ' 

Well, my heiirt is veiy tender, but I think *t was 

always su. 

Don't you find it sometimes happens that you 
can't recall a namef 

Yi'H, I know such lots of peojilL', — but my mem- 
ory 's not to blame. 

What! You tlunk my memory 'a failing! 
Why, it 's just as bright and (.-lear, — 

1 remember my great-grandma! She 's been dead 
these sixty year ! 

/s ijoiir foicc a lUth trcynhly? Well, it may be, 
jiow and then, 

lint 1 vsritc as well as ever with a good old-fash- 
ioned pen ; 
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It 's the Gillotts make the trouble, — not at all my 

finger-ends, — 
That is why my hand looks shaky when I sign for 

dividends. 

DonH you stoop a little^ walking ? It *s a way 

I 've always had, 
I have always been round-shouldered, ever since I 

was a lad. 
Don*t you hate to tie your shoe-strings ? Yes, I 

DonH you tell old stories aver? I am not aware 
I do. 

Don*t you stay at home of evenings ? DarCt you 

love a cushioned seat 
In a corner^ hy the fireside^ with your slippers on 

your feet ? 
Don^t you wear warm fleecy flannels ? Don*t you 

muffle up your throat f 
DorCt you like to have one hdp you when you *re 

putting on your coat ? 

Don*t you like old hooks you *ve dogs-earedj you 

can't remember when f 
Don^t you call it late at nine o'clock and go to 

bed at ten ? 
How many cronies can you count of all you used 

to know 
Who called you by your Christian name some fifty 

years ago ? 
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Htm look Oie prises to you that used to fire y»ur 




h-ainf 


You ' 


vc reared your wioww?— hoip hiyh in it ahovc 




Ihclwi-l plain? 


I'oit 


'i:a draiiml the hrimmimj yahlai cup that 




made yaur fatiri/ ivel-, 


Volt ' 


ce slept the giddy potion ojf, — now tell ua 




hmeyonfixU 


J o« ' 


vewatehcd the hari'est ripening till cveiy slrm 




u-ua C7-op2>rd, 


}'ou 


'cF seen, the roxc'if hiiiiit'j j'inje till ciery petal 




dropped. 


J'UH ■ 


■('(• told your thought, you 're done your task. 




you 'I't trnt:kvd your dial round. 


— I 


l.;n'kiiiff ili.wn! ThiinU Hcavpii, not yet! 




1 'm liiik' jiutl lirisli iiuil sound. 


Anil 


i^uud fur m;iiiy a tussle, as you shall live to 




see! 1 


My > 


Imi's (U'e not qiiite rendj yet, ^ don't think 


01.1 1 


P;iiT w;ia in his lusty prime wlien he -was 




older far. 


Ami 


^^ h.Tf vvill you be if 1 Hve tu beat old Thomas 



Pan? 
.1 ', . . i:.-^! l;„M,: — „i ,.,-,rj aije life has a car- 

■..;■/, rl,'l,„l. — 

i'j: ";x i/oii^ii? C'uun. /Hyjjilt iitc, please, I beg 
^.,H 7/ take m'j arm. 
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I take your anni Why take your ann? I'd 

thank you to be told 
I 'm old enough to walk alone, but not 80 very old! 



THE SHADOWS 
1880 

**How many have gone? " was the question of old 
Ere Time our bright ring of its jewels bereft; 

AlasI for too often the death-bell has tolled. 
And the question we ask is, **How many are 
left?" 

Bright sparkled the wine; there were fifty that 
quaffed; 
For a decade had slipped and had taken but 
three. 
How they frolicked and sung, how they shouted 
and laughed, 
Like a school full of boys from their benches set 
freel 

There were speeches and toasts, there were stories 
and rhymes, 
The hall shook its sides with their merriment's 
noise; 
As they talked and lived over the ooUege-day 
times, — 
No wonder they kept their old name of ^^The 
Boys" I 
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The si':isoii3 iitnvod on in tlicir rhj-thmical flow 
AVith mornings liku luiiiilfiis that pouk'il or 
smilfil, 
"V\'itli the bull and tlif k>:if iiiul tin- fruit .tikI the 
snow, 
And tlie ycflr-boulcs of Timo in liia iiluovta wt-re 
pilud. 

There weivforff/that gathored wlierefiftyhadmet; 
Sotiie lofks hiid got silvured, some Uvea Lad 
grown sere. 
But the laiigli of the liiujjliei-s was lusty as yet. 
Anil the Houg of tho singers roae ringing and 
clear. 

Still tlitti-d tin- Wins; tliuiT HVi-L- i/iirf-/ that i-aine: 
"I lit' Iliiys" lliL-y wt'iv still, and they ana wiTi'd 
tlifir eall; 1 

Thei'i' were foi-ela'ads of care, hut the smiles were 
the Eanic, ' 

And the ehorua raiiy Ii>ud through the giirlaudcd 
hidi. 

The lioHP-hand moved on, and they gathered 
n^uiii; 
Tlirre wei-o Uccitt;/ tlwt joined in the hymn tliat 

r>iit :ili ; foi- our H<)iig-l)ird wv listened in vain, — 

Tlii' i-n^tulliiie tiint's like a seraph's that rung! 

I Ion- narrow the ciridc that holds us to-nightl 
1 [nw niuiiy tile lnvcd ones that qroet us no more. 
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As we meet like the stragglers that come from the 
fight, 
Like the mariners flung from a wreck on the 
shore I 

We look through the twilight for those we have 
lost; 
The stream rolls between us, and yet they seem 
near; 
Already outnumbered by those who have crossed, 
Our band is transplanted, its home is not here I 

They smile on us still — is it only a dream? — 

While fondly or proudly their names we recall ; 
They beckon — they come — they are crossing the 
stream — 
Lol the Shadows! the Shadows! room — room 
for them alll 



BENJAMIN PEIRCE 

ABTROXOMEB, MATHEMATICIAN. 1809-1880 

1881 

For him the Architect of all 
Unroofed our planet's starlit hall; 
Through voids unknown to worlds unseen 
His clearer vision rose serene. 

With us on earth he walked by day. 
His midnight path how far away I 



Wt' kiiL'W him not so wuU win* knew 
Tlie patieut eyes liis aoiil looked tliititighl 

For who his uiitrod re.iliii eoulJ share 
Of us that breathe tliis mortal air, 
Or emnii in tliat i'»?lestial tvnt 
"Whose fringes gilil our firmaiiient? 

How vast the worki'oom nhire lie brougb^ 

The vii^wh'ss imiilemi-iits of thought! 
The vdt how sulith.'. how jirofoimil, 
Tliut Natiii\''s taugli'i! wfbs unwoiuid; 

Tkit throupth tin.' rlouiU-il matrix saw ' 

Till.' cry^^tal iiIaiK;:^ of sliapiiitj law, 
Tlii-ouu;h those the s(i\'('rfisn nkill iliat plamict] 
Thu Father's care, tin: blaster's hand! 



To him tilt' wanilering slara revealed 
The ^fiTt'ta m tlioir cra'-Uu Aealod : 
TJie far-o(f, frozen :«phi.'re tliat siringa 
Through ether, zoned with lucid rings; 

The orl> that rolls in dim eclipse 
Wide wht-flins round its long ellipse, — 
Ilis iianu' Urania writes with these 
And stamps it on her I'loiades. 

^\'l■ kni'w liim not? Ah, well we knew 

Tlif inaidy soul, so brave, so true. 
Til.. ,.h..fifal heart tiiat conqiuTod age, 
Til,- .liiMllke silver-bearded sage. 



I 



c« 
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No more his tireless thought explores 
The azure sea with golden shores; 
Best, wearied frame ! the stars shall keep 
A loving ¥ratch where thou shalt sleep. 

Farewell! the spirit needs must rise. 
So long a tenant of the skies, — 
Rise to that home all worlds above 
Whose sun is God, whose light is love. 



IN THE TWILIGHT 

1882 

Not bed-time yetl The night-winds blow, 
The stars are out, — full well we know 

The nurse is on the stair. 
With hand of ice and cheek of snow, 
And frozen lips that whisper low, 
Come, children, it is time to go 

My peaceful couch to share." 



No years a wakeful heart can tire; 
Not bed-time yetl Come, stir the fire 

And warm your dear old hands ; 
Kind Mother Earth we love so well 
Has pleasant stories yet to tell 
Before we hear the curfew bell ; 

StiU glow the burning branda. 

Not bed-time yet I We long to know 

What wonders time has yet to show. 

What unborn years shall bring; 
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What ship the ^Vrctic jhjIo shall reaoh, 

"Wliat lessons Science waits to teach, 

"What sei-moiis thurc are k-ft tu ]irc!iclL 

Wliat poems yet to sing, 

^\Tiat next? we ask; and is it tnio 
The simshiiie falls uu iiuthiiig new, 

jVs Israel's king declaroct'/ 
Was ocean j>loiigIicd mtli harnessed fire? 
Were nations eoiipleil with a wire? 
Did Tiirsliish telcgr.tph to TiTe? 

How Mii-ain would have titured ! 

And what if Sheba's curious queen. 
Who eaniL' fo see, — and t« lie seen, — 

Or sonietliiug new tn seek, 
And swooned, as Indies soinetimt'S do. 
At siglits tliat thrilled her thn.ugh and tkn 
Had heard, as shf was "cuiaiiig to," 

A locomotive's shiick. ^^^H 

And seen a rushing railway train 
As she looked out along the plain 

Fi'oui David's lofty tower, — 
A mile of smoke tluit Llots the sky 

And blinds the ea^des as they % 

Behind the ears tliat tliunder by 

A score ut leagues an liuurl 
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Steal me a portrait from the sun, — 
One look, — and lol the picture done! 
Are these old tricks, King Solomon, 
We lying modems claim? 

Could you have spectroscoped a star? 
If both those mothers at your bar. 

The cruel and the mild. 
The young and tender, old and tough. 
Had said, "Divide, — you're right, though 

rough,'* — 
Did old Judes^. know enough 

To etherize the child? 

These births of time our eyes have seen. 
With but a few brief years between; 

What wonder if the text, 
For other ages doubtless true. 
For coming years will never do, — 
"Whereof we all should like a few. 

If but to see what next. 

If such things have been, such may be; 
Who would not like to live and see — 

If Heaven may so ordain — 
What waifs undreamed of, yet in store, 
The waves that roll forevermore 
On life's long beach may cast ashore 

From out the mist-clad main? 

Will Earth to pagan dreams return 
To find from misery's painted urn 
That all save hope has flown, — - 



) ' 



Of Bo.*k ajid CLiirt-h and Priest bereft, 
The Kijfk of Agea vainly cleft, 
liifu's coiu]>asa gnne, ite anuhoi' left, 
Ijcft, — lost, — in deptlis unkiiowa? 

Shall Faith the trodden path pursue 
The eruji unsata wearei-a knew 

Who sleep with folded hands. 
Where, like a naked, lidless eye, 
The staring Nile rolls wandering by 
Those mountain slopes that eliuib the sky 

Above tht) drifting sands? ■ 

Or shall u nobler Faith return. 
Its faiii'M a ]iurer gospel learn, 

M'illi liolier anthcins ring, 
J^nil teaeli us tliat our transient oi-eeda 
TV'ere but tlio iierishablc seeds 
Of harvL-ats sown for larger needs. 

That ri)H'uing years shall bring? ^^^h 

M'ell, let the present do its best, 
We trust our Maker for the rest. 

As on onr way we plod ; 
Our soids, full dressed in fleshly suits. 
Love air and snnsliiiio, flowers and fruits. 
The daisies better than their roots 

Beneath tlie gi'assy sod. 

Not tK'd-tirne yet ! The fiill-lilowii flower 
Of ai; the yoar — this evenin.c; hour — 
"With fi'iwidshi])"fl flame is'briglit; 
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Life still is sweet, the heavens are fair, 
Though fields are brown and woods are bare. 
And many a joy is left to share 
Before we say Good-night I 

And when, our cheerful evening past. 
The nurse, long waiting, comes at last. 

Ere on her lap we lie 
In wearied nature's sweet repose. 
At peace with all her waking foes. 
Our lips shall murmur, ere they close, 

Good-night! and not Good-byl 



A LOVING-CDP SONG 
1883 

Come, heap the fagots ! Ere we go 
Again the cheerftd hearth shall glow; 

We '11 have another blaze, my boys I 
When clouds are black and snows are white. 
Then Christmas logs lend ruddy light 

They stole from smnmer days, my boys, 
They stole from summer days. 

And let the Loving-Cup go round. 

The Cup with blessed memories crowned. 

That flows whene'er we meet, my boys; 
No draught will hold a drop of sin 
If love is only well stirred in 

To keep it sound and sweet, my boys. 
To keep it sound and sweet. 
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Give me, to pin upon my breast, 
The blossoms twain I love the best, 

A rosebud and a pink, my boys; 
Their leaves shall nestle next my heart, 
Their perfiuned breath shall own its part 

In every health we drink, my boys, 
In every health we drink. 

The breatliing blossoms stir my bloo<l, 
^k'thlnks I see tlie lilaes bud 

And hear the bluebirds sing, my boys; 
AVhv not'^ Yon lustv oak has seen 
Full tensoore vears, vet leaflets jn'een 

IV'ep out with every spring, my boys, 
Peep out with every spring. 

Old Tiuie his rusty seytlie may whet. 
The uuniowed i^n-ass is olowiui; yet 

Beneath the sheltering snow, my boys; 
And if the erazv dotard ask. 
Is love woi'u out? Is life a task? 

We '11 bravt'ly answer Xu! my boys, 
A\'e '11 Ijravelv answer No! 

ft- 

For life's ])ri_:lir taj^cr Is the same 
i.uN,' ti]']ttHl <'f old with rosy llauio 

riiiit lii:iv.n\ own altar lent, niv boys, 

r.) -L i\s in i_-\'<-v\' cuj* \\r till 
lill lip^ ;ir.- niiitr and hearts are still, 
1 ill li;- ;iii<l \>>vr are >i'<'nt, inv bovs, 
'i ill lih' aii'l lov.' are ^pent. 
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THE GIBDLE OF FRIENDSHIP 

1884 

She gathered at her slender waist 

The beauteous robe she wore; 
Its folds a golden belt embraced^ 

One rose-hued gem it bore. 

The girdle shrank; its lessening round 

Still kept the shining gem. 
But now her flowing locks it bound, 

A lustrous diadenu 

And narrower still the circlet grew; 

Behold! a glittering band. 
Its roseate diamond set anew. 

Her neck's white column spanned. 

Suns rise and set; the straining clasp 

The shortened links resist. 
Yet flashes in a bracelet's grasp 

The diamond, on her wrist. 

At length, the round of changes past 
The thieving years could bring. 

The jewel, glittering to the last, 
Still sparkles in a ring. 

So, link by link, our friendships part. 

So loosen, break, and fall, 
A narrowing zone; the loving heart 

Lives changeless through them all. 
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THE LYRE OF ANACREON 

1885 

TiiE minstrel of the classic lay 
Of love and wine who sings 

Still found the fingers run astray 
That touched the rebel strings. 

Of Cadmus he woidd fain have sung, 

Of Atreus and his line ; 
But all the jocund echoes rung 

With songs of love and wine. 

Ah, l)rothcrs! I would fain have caught 
Some fresher fancy's gleam; 

My truant accents find, unsought, 
The old familiar theme. 

Love, Love ! but not the sportive child 
With sliaft and twanging bow, 

Wliost' random arrows ch'ovu us wild 
Some threescore years ago; 

Not Eros, with his joyous laugh, 

Tlio urchin blind and bare. 
Rut r^ove. with s])cctacles and staff, 

And scanty, silvered hair. 

Oiir jicuds with iVnstcd locks are wliite. 
Our iM.it"^ ;nv tlialcln'il witli snow, 

r»iit I'mI. ill ciiilliiiL;- winter's spite, 
( )iir Iifai't^ ,ni<l lirartlistones gb>w. 
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Our old acquaintance, Time, drops in, 

Ajid while the running sands 
Their golden thread unheeded spin. 

He warms his frozen hands. 

Stay, winged hours, too swift, too sweet, 

And waft this message o'er 
To all we miss, from all we meet 

On life's fast-crumbling shore: 

Say that, to old affection true. 

We hug the narrowing chain 
That binds our hearts, — alas, how few 

The links that yet remaini 

The fatal touch awaits them all 

That turns the rocks to dust; 
From year to year they break and fall, -« 

They break, but never rust. 

Say if one note of happier strain 

This worn-out harp afford, — 
One throb that trembles, not in vain, — 

Their memory lent its chord. 

Say that when Fancy closed her wings 

And Passion quenched his fire. 
Love, Love, still echoed from the strings 

As from Anacreon's lyre I 
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THE OLD TUNE 

TIIIfiTY-SIXTn VARIATION 

1886 

This shred of song you bid me bring 
Is snatched from fancy's embers; 

Ah, when the lips forget to sing, 
The faithful heart remembers! 

Too swift the wings of en\4ous Time 
To wait for dallying phrases, 

Or woven strands of labored rhyme 
To thread their cunning mazes. 

A word, a sigh, and lo, how plain 

Its ma<iic breath discloses 
Our life's long vista through a lane 

Of threescore summers' roses! 

One lanmiasfe vears alone can teach: 
Its roots are younii' affections 

Tliat feel their way to simph'st speech 
Through silent recollections. 

Tliat touLiue is ours. How few the wo 
A\ e need to know a brother! 

As sliii])le are thr notes of l)irds, 
\r{ ^^ell thev Ixuow each otlier. 

T}ii< free/iiiL;" moiith of iee and snow 
\ hat liriiii:-- (Kir lives tom-ther 
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Lends to our year a living glow 
That warms its wintry weather. 

So let US meet as eve draws nigh. 
And life matures and mellows. 

Till Nature whispers with a sigh, 
" Good-night, my dear old fellows I *' 



THE BROKEN CIRCLE 

1887 

I STOOD on Sarum's treeless plain. 
The waste that careless Nature owns} 

Lone tenants of her bleak domain, 

Loomed huge and gray the Druid stones. 

Upheaved in many a billowy mound 

The sea-like, naked turf arose, 
Where wandering flocks went nibbling round 

The mingled graves of friends and foes. 

The Briton, Roman, Saxon, Dane, 
This windy desert roamed in turn; 

Unmoved these mighty blocks remain 
Whose story none that lives may learn. 

Erect, half buried, slant or prone. 

These awful listeners, blind and dumb. 

Hear the strange tongues of tribes unknown^ 
As wave on wave they go and come. 



'" Who are you. giaiits, whence and why?*' 
I stand and ask in blank amaze; 
My soul accepts their mute reply: 
"A mystery, aa are you that gaze. 

" X siltMit OipheiiB wrought the charm 

Fruni I'iveii rocks their spoiL* to bring; i 
A nameless Titan lent his arm 
To range tiK in oui- magic ring. 

*' Rut Time with still and stealthy stride, 
Tliat clinil'>i and treads and levels all, 
Tliut liids the liinscning keystone slide. 
And tojiplt'B down the crmnbliug wall,- 

'•Tinii.', that nnlmilds the quarried past, 

Leiins "11 llieve wivi'hs tliat press the sotlj 
Tliey ^]:^nI. (ln-y stncip. Ih.y fall at la-^^it, 
.And 9li-(,W the tiuf liieir iinests have trod. 

■■ Xi^ more out altar's iiTeath of smoke 

riniHs up with mornIns:'K fragrant dew; 
Tlif iirvs are dead, the rin;: is hmke, 
AVhen- stovid the m:uiy aland the few." 

My th.Hvjhts had wandered far away, 
IVniu' off nil Meniorv's imtspread wing, 

T,. -Ah.iv in de.pniiu-'twili-ht lay 

Tlie wreek:- ul fi iiud-liip's broken ring. 

Ahmr: of aU our Lwdly train 

llou lew will liii.l our Lampiet hall'. 
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Yet why with coward lips complain 

That this must lean, and that must fall? 

Cold is the Druid's altar-stone, 

Its vanished flame no more returns; 

But ours no chilling damp has known, — - 
Unchanged, unchanging, still it bums. 

So let our broken circle stand 

A wreck, a remnant, yet the same. 

While one last, loving, faithful hand 
Still lives to feed its altar-flame I 



THE ANGEL-THIEP 

1888 

Time is a thief who leaves his tools behind him; 

He comes by night, he vanishes at dawn ; 
We track his footsteps, but we never find him: 

Strong locks are broken, massive bolts are drawn. 

And all around are left the bars and borers. 
The splitting wedges and the prying keys. 

Such aids as serve the soft-shod vault-explorers 
To crack, wrench open, rifle as they please. 

Ah, these are tools which Heaven in mercy lends us I 
When gathering rust has clenched our shackles 
fast. 

Time is the angel-thief that Nature sends us 
To break the cramping fetters of our past. 
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Mourn as we may for treasures lie has taken, 

Piior as we feel of hoanleil wealth bereft, I 

Moi'f precious are those implements forsaken, J 

Foiiud iu the wreuk his nitlilcss hantU have left. 

Some luver that a. casket's hinge lias broken 

Plies off a bolt, and lo! our soiila are free; ' 

Each year some Open Sesame is si)okun, i 

And every decade drops ita master-key. 

So as from year to year we count our treasnre. 
Our loss seems less, and larger look onr gains; 

Time's wrongs repaid in more than even meas- 
ure, — 
"We lose oiu- jewels, but we break onr chains. 



AFTER THE CURFEW 

1883 

The Flay is over. "While the light 
Yet lingiTs in the darkoniug liall, 

I come to say a last Good-night 
Befui-e the final Krcimt nil. 

M'c gathered once, a joyous throng: 
The jovial to;ists went gayly round; 

^\'ith jest, and laugh, and shout, and song* 
We made the Hoois and walls resound. 

W'e come with feeble strips and slow, 
A little baud of four or H%-e, 
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Left from the wrecks of long ago, 
Still pleased to find ourselves alive* 

Alive! How living, too, are they 
Whose memories it is ours to share! 

Spread the long table's full array, — 
There sits a ghost in every chair I 



One breathing form no more, alas I 
Amid our slender group we see; 

With him we still remained ^^The Class, 
Without his presence what are we? 



>» 



The hand we ever loved to clasp, — 
That tireless hand which knew no rest. 

Loosed from affection's clmging grasp, 
Lies nerveless on the peaceful breast. 



The beaming eye, the cheering voice. 
That lent to life a generous glow, 

Whose every meaning said "Rejoice, 
We see, we hear, no more below. 



99 



The air seems darkened by his loss. 

Earth's shadowed features look less fair, 

And heavier weighs the daily cross 
His willing shoulders helped us bear. 



Why mourn that we, the favored few 
Whom grasping Time so long has spared 

Life's sweet illusions to pursue. 

The common lot of age have shared? 
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111 every pulse of Friend sliiji's lieart 

There breeds unfelt a throb of pain, — 
Otie hour must i-eud its links ap:ii-t, 

T'hougliyuars ou ytats have forged the chain. 



So I'lids "The Boys," — a lifelong play. 

W'l.' too must hear tlie Prompter's 
To fiiiriT aeenes aud Ijrighter day: 

Farewell! 1 let tbc curtain fall 



POEMS FROM THE AUTOCRAT OP 
THE BREAKFAST-TABLE 

1857-1858 



THE CHAMBERED NAUTIHIS 

This is the ship of pearl, which, poets feign, 

Sails the unshadowed main, — 

The venturous bark that flings 
On the sweet summer wind its purpled wings 
In guKs enchanted, where the Siren sings, 

And coral reefs lie bare, 
Where the cold sea-maids rise to sim their stream- 
ing hair. 

Its webs of living gauze no more unfurl; 

Wrecked is the ship of pearl I 

And every chambered cell. 
Where its dim dreaming life was wont to dwell. 
As the frail tenant shaped his growing shell, 

Before thee lies revealed, — 
Its irised ceiling rent, its sunless cr3rpt unsealed I 

Year after year beheld the silent toil 

That spread his lustrous coil; 

Still, as the spiral grew, 
He left the past year's dwelling for the new, 



SO!^ THE AUTOCR. 



UTOCRAT 



Stole with soft step ifcj fihining archway through, 

Built up its idle: tloov, 
StretL-hed in hia laat-fomiil home, and knew the old 



Thanks for the heavenly message brought by thee. 

Child of the wauderiug sea. 

Cast fi'om ber lap, forlorn! 
Troiii tliy dead lijw a vlcaitr not* is bom 
Than fver Triton blew from wreathed honi I 

\\'hilc ou mine car it rings, 
Tlii'i.pii^h the deep cavos of thought I hear a voice 
that singst — 

Build thei; more stately mansions, O uiy soul, 

As thD swift stiasons roll ! 

Ije^ve tliy low-vaulted past! 
liet eaf^h new temple, nobler than the last, 
Shut thoe from heaven with a dome more vaat, i 

Till tbon at kiigth art fri'o. | 

Leaving thine outgrown shell liy life's unresting 



SUN AND SHADOW 

As I I.iok from the islo. o'er its billows of gteea, 

Tn the billows of foani-en'stcd blue, 
You liuiU. t]i:it afnr in the distance is seen, 

Hall' dreaming, my eyes will pursue: 
Nuw -lurk in tlie sliadow, she scatters the spray 

A-. :h.- ehalY in ilie stn.ke of the flail; 
Now «iiiti' as the si'a-gull, slie flies on her way, 

111- .MUi gleamin- brid'i on Ler sail. 
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Yet her pilot is thinking of dangers to shun, — 

Of breakers that whiten and roar; 
How little he cares, if in shadow or sun 

They see him who gaze from the shorel 
He looks to the beacon that looms from the reef, 

To the rock that is under his lee, 

As he drifts on the blast, like a wind-wafted 
leaf, 

O'er the guKs of the desolate sea. 

Thus drifting afar to the dim-vaulted caves 

Where life and its ventures are laid, 
The dreamers who gaze while we battle the waves 

May see us in sunshine or shade; 
Yet true to our course, though the shadows grow 
dark, 

We '11 trim our broad sail as before. 
And stand by the rudder that governs the bark, 

Nor ask how we look from the shore I 



MUSA 

O MY lost beauty 1 — hast thou folded quite 

Thy wings of morning light 

Beyond those iron gates 
Where Life crowds hunying to the haggard Fates, 
And Age upon his moimd of ashes waits 

To chill our fiery dreams, 
Hot from the heart of youth plunged in his icy 
streams? 



HWWMIP 



Leavf! mo not fading in these weeds of care, j 

A\'ho3e flowers are silvered hair! 

Have I not loved thee long, 
Thoiif^h my young lijis Live often done thee wrong, I 
And vexed thy heaven-tuned ear with careless eong^ I 

Ah, wilt tliou yet return, I 

Bearing thy rose-hued toreh, and hid thine altar 
hurn? 

Cunio to mL> 1 — I will flood thj- silent shrine 

With my BoiJ's saered wine. 

And hciap thy marble floors 
As thi^ wild spice-trees waste their fragrant storea, ' 
111 leafy islaittU wallwil with madrepores 

And Lipped in Orient seas, 
"Wlien all their feathery palms toss, plume-like, in 

Come to nio ! — thou shalt feed on honeyed wordsj 

iSwcetcr than song of birds; — 

IS'o wiiiling hulbul's throat, 
Ko melting duk'imer's melodious note 
"Wlicn o'er the midniglit wave its inunnurs float, 

'I'hy ravished sense mi^ht soothe 
M'illi flow ^o liquid-soft, with strain so velvet- 
riinooth. 

Tlmu ^h:^it he di-cked with jewels, like a queeD, 

S.iri-iit in tliose liowers of green 

Wli.'ro loop the flustered vines 
And llie ciose-elinging dulcamara twines, — 
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Pare pearls of Maydew where the moonlight 

shines, 
And Summer's fruited gems, 
And coral pendants shorn from Autumn's berried 

stems. 

Sit by me drifting on the sleepy waves, — 
Or stretched by grass-grown graves. 
Whose gray, high-shouldered stones. 
Carved with old names Life's time-worn roll dis- 
owns. 
Lean, lichen-spotted, o'er the crumbled bones 

Still slumbering where they lay 
While the sad Pilgrim watched to scare the wolf 
away. 

Spread o'er my couch thy visionaiy wing I 
Still let me dream and sing, — 
Dream of that winding shore 
Where scarlet cardinals bloom — for me no 

more, — 
The stream with heaven beneath its liquid floor, 

And clustering nenuphars 
Sprinkling its mirrored blue like golden-chaliced 
stars I 

G)me while their balms the linden-blossoms 
shed I — 

Come while the rose is red, — 

While blue-eyed Summer smiles 
On the green ripples round yon simken piles 



loS^ 



FItOM THE AUTOCRAT 



Washed liy the moon-vave varm from Tin^jan 

isles, 
And on the sultry air 
The chestnuts spread tlieir palms like holy men in 
prayer! 

Oh for thy biimiDg lips to fire my brain 1 

AVith thrills of wild, sweet pain! — i 

On liie's autumnal blast. 
Like shrivelled leaves, youth's passion-flowers ate 

cast, — 
Onrc loving thee, we love thee to the last! — 

IJi'lii.ihl thy new-dei'ked shrine. 
And hear once more the vuice that breathed "For* 
cvtT thine : " 

A PARTING HEALTH J 

TO J. I. MOTLET 1 

Yes, wc knew we must lose him, — though friend- 
ship may ulaim 
To Vik-nd her green leavea with the laurels of fame; 
Thou^li fondly, at parting;, we call him our own, 
T is the whisper of love when the bugle has blown. 

Aii tho rider that rests with the sjnir on hia heel, 
A- ihi- '^uarilsnian that sleeps in his corselet of steel, 
V^ tliL' archer that stands with his shaft on the 

lie st<.Mps from his toil to the garland we bring. 
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What pictures yet slumber unborn in his loom, 
Till their warriors shall breathe and their beauties 

shall bloom, 
While the tapestry lengthens the life-glowing dyes 
That caught from our sunsets the stain of their skies ! 

In the alcoves of death, in the chamels of time, 
Where flit the gaimt spectres of passion and crime, 
There are triumphs untold, there are martyrs un- 
sung. 
There are heroes yet silent to speak with his tongue I 

Let us hear the proud story which time has be- 
queathed! 

From lips that are warm with the freedom they 
breathed! 

Let him summon its tyrants, and tell us their doom. 

Though he sweep the black past like Van Tromp 
with his broom! 

The dream flashes by, for the west-winds awake 
On pampas, on prairie, o'er mountain and lake. 
To bathe the swift bark, like a sea-girdled shrine. 
With incense they stole from the rose and the pine. 

So fill a bright cup with the sunlight that gushed 
When the dead summer's jewels were trampled 

and crushed: 
The true Knight of Learning, — the world 

holds him dear, — 
Love bless him, Joy crown him, Grod speed his 

career! 
1857. 
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WHAT WE ALL THINK 

That age was older once than now, 
In spite of locks untimely shed, 

Or silvered on the youthful brow; 

That babes make love and children wed. 

That sunshine had a heavenly glow, 

AVhioh faded with those "good old days'* 

When winters came with deei)er snow, 
And autumns with a softer haze. 

Tliat — mother, sister, wife, or child — 
The "l)est of women'' each has known. 

Were school-boys ever half so wild? 

Mow young the grandpapas have grown! 

That hfft for this our souls were free, 
And hut fur that our lives were blest; 

Tliat in some season vet to be 

Our cares will leave us time to rest. 

Whene'er we c^roan with ache or ]iain, — 
Some common ailment of the race, — 

Though Joetois tliiuk tlie matter ])laiu, — 
That ours is "a [)eeuliar ease." 

Tliiit Avhrn like babes witli fm^'crs burned 
\\ r count one bltlfr maxim more, 

Oui' 1i^-mu all tlu' world has learned, 
An<i nitu an' wiser than befoi-c. 
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That when we sob o'er fancied woes, 

The angels hovering overhead 
Count every pitying drop that flows, 

And love us for the tears we shed. 



That when we stand with tearless eye 
And turn the beggar from our door, 
They still approve us when we sigh, 
*^Ah, had I but one thousand morel 
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Though temples crowd the crumbled brink 
Overhanging truth's eternal flow, 

Their tablets bold with what we thinks 
Their echoes dumb to what we know; 

That one unquestioned text we read, 
All doubt beyond, all fear above, 

Nor crackling pile nor cursing creed 
Can bum or blot it: God is Love! 



SPRING HAS COME 

INTRA MUBOS 

The simbeams, lost for half a year. 

Slant through my pane their morning rays; 

For dry northwesters cold and clear. 
The east blows in its thin blue haze. 

And first the snowdrop's bells are seen. 
Then close against the sheltering wall 
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The tulip's horn of dusky green, 
The peony's dark unfolding ball. 

The golden-chaliced crocus bunis; 

The long narcissus-blades appear; 
The cone -beaked hyacinth returns 

To light her blue-flamed chandelier. 

The willow's whistling lashes, wrung 
By tlie wild winds of gusty March, 

With sallow leaflets lightly strung, 
Ai-e swaying by the tufted larch. 

The elms have robed their slender spray 
AVith full-blown flower and embryo leaf; 

Wide o'er tlie clasping arch of day 
Soars like a cloud their hoary chief. 

See the proud tulip's flaunting cup, 
Tliat flames in glory for an hour, — 

Beliold it witliri-ing, — then look up, — 
lluw meek the forest monarch's flower! 

Wlini wake the violets. Winter dies; 

When s})i'out tlie elm-buds, Sju'ing is nea 
When lil:ies blossom, Sunnner cries, 

''P>n(l, little roses! Spi-ing is here!" 

The windows l)lusli with fre.^h bouijucts, 
^ 'ut with the May-dew on their lips; 

Th'' i-adi^h all its bloom displays, 
]Nnk as .Vurora's tinufer-tips. 
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Nor less the fiood of light that showers 
On beauty's changed corolla-shades, -^ 

The walks are gay as bridal bowers 
With rows of many-petalled maids. 

The scarlet shell-fish click and clash 
In the blue barrow where they slide; 

The horseman, proud of streak and splash. 
Creeps homeward from his morning ride. 

Here comes the dealer's awkward string, 
With neck in rope and tail in knot, — 

Bough colts, with careless coimtry-swing, 
In lazy walk or slouching trot. 



Wild filly from the moimtain-side. 

Doomed to the close and chafing thills, 

Lend me thy long, untiring stride 
To seek with thee thy western hills I 

I hear the whispering voice of Spring, 
The thrush's trill, the robin's cry. 

Like some poor bird with prisoned wing 
That sits and sings, but longs to fly. 

Oh for one spot of living green, — 

One little spot where leaves can grow, - 

To love unblamed, to walk unseen. 
To dream above, to sleep below! 
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PROLOGUE 

A rRfii.ocri:? Well, of uourse the lailics know, — — , 
1 liiivi' my doubts. No matter. — hei-e we go! 
"What is a PTOlogut;? Let «nr Tutor teach: 
JRro iiiemis beforehaiMl ; Intjos stimdii for spocclL 
'T is like the Liirjit-i-'B jirelmle on tlie strioga, 
Tht; pi'inia. iloniia'e cioui-tosy era she sings; 
I'rohjj^ips in niL'tre are to otiier pros 
Ah worsted stockings are t" engiue-liose. 
" Till! world 's a stagi-," — as Sliakespcare said, one 

day; 
Tlic staf^i! a wriild — was wluit lie iiiffint to say. 
TliL' oiitsidi- wmhl 's a hhindcr, tliut is t-karj 
Till- re;d woild that Natiiri- mimnt is hfrc. 
llci'p I'vt'i-y fomnlliiijr tiiuh* its lost maiiinia; i 

Each i-ogiio, n-pcntant. mt'lts his Ktern papa; I 

MiM'i-s rolcnt, the spcmlthi-ift's debts ave paid, I 

Tlio vlicats are taken in the traps tliey laid; 
Oiu' ;it'ter one the trnnbles all arc past 
Till thi' fifth ai-t ci>nn.-s rit;ht side np at last, 
M'lii'ii the yoiinff eoui>le, old folks, rogues, and all, 
Jiiiji haiulB. m happy at the curtain's fsiU. 
lli'i'i' -iilTei'iiiaf virtue over finds relief, 
Anil ] ilack-bi-owed niffians always come to grief. 
M'luii file lorn ilainsel. with a frantie screech, 
Aii'i ■ lirfks as hiuli'ss as a brandy-jieach, 
'. I :- -. "ni'l]', kviiid Heaven I ■■ and drops Upon 

I 1;l ilir j;rf('n — iwize, — beneath the (canv^ia) 
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See to her side avenging Valor fly : — 

**Ha 1 Villain 1 Draw ! Now, Terraitorr, yield 

or die ! " 
When the poor hero flounders in despair, 
Some dear lost uncle turns up millionaire, 
Clasps the young scapegrace with paternal joy. 
Sobs on his neck, ^^My boy t Mt boy 1 1 MY 

BOY 11!" 

Ours, then, sweet friends, the real world to-night. 
Of love that conquers in disaster's spite. 
Ladies, attend 1 While woful cares and doubt 
Wrong the soft passion in the world without, 
Though fortune scowl, though prudence interfere. 
One thing is certain : Love will triumph here 1 
Lords of creation, whom your ladies rule, — 
The world's great masters, when you 're out of 

school, — 
Learn the brief moral of our evening's play: 
Man has his will, — but woman has her way! 
While man's dull spirit toils in smoke and fire. 
Woman's swift instinct threads the electric wire, — 
The magic bracelet stretched beneath the waves 
Beats the black giant with his score of slaves. 
All earthly powers confess your sovereign art 
But that one rebel, — woman's wilful heart. 
All foes you master, but a woman's wit 
Lets daylight through you ere you know you 'ro 

hit. 
So, just to picture what her art can do. 
Hear an old story, made as good as new. 
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j^ulol})!!, professor of the headsman's trade, 
Alike was famous for his arm and blade. 
One (lay a prisoner Justiee had to kill 
KiK'lt at the block to test the artist's skill. 
Bare -armed, swart- visaged, gaunt, and shaggy- 
browed, 
Ru(l()li)h the headsman rose above the crowd. 
His fiilehion lighted with a sudden gleam. 
As the pike's armor flashes in the stream. 
Ho sheathed his blade; he turned as if to go; 
Tlh' vietim knelt, still waiting for the blow, 
'' Wliy strikest not? Perform thy murderous act," 
The })risoner said, (llis voice was slightly 

eraeked.) 
'* Friend, I hcrvc struck," the artist straight replied ; 
''A\'ait l)ut one moment, and yourself decide." 
lie held his snull'-box, — "Now then, if you 

please ! " 
Tlie ])risoner sniffed, and, wnth a crashing sneeze, 
OtY his liead tumbled, — bowled along the floor, — 
Bounced down the stejxs; — the prisoner said no 

more I 
Woman! tliy falehion is a glittering eye; 
If (Irath lurk in it, oil how sweet to die! 
Tliou lakest hearts as Kudolph took the head; 
A\ c tiic with love, and never dream wc 're deadl 
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LATTER-DAY WARNINGS 

When legislators keep the law, 

When banks dispense with bolts and locks, 
When berries — whortle, rasp, and straw — 

Grow bigger downwards through the box, - 

When he that selleth honse or land 
Shows leak in roof or flaw in right, -^ 

When haberdashers choose the stand 

Whose window hath the broadest light, — 

When preachers tell us all they think, 
And party leaders all they mean, — 

When what we pay for, that we drink. 
From real grape and cofiEee-bean, — 

When lawyers take what they would give. 
And doctors give what they would take, — 

When city fathers eat to live. 

Save when they fast for conscience' sake, — 

When one that hath a horse on sale 
Shall bring his merit to the proof. 

Without a lie for every nail 

That holds the iron on the hoof, — 

When in the usual place for rips 

Our gloves are stitched with special care, 

And guarded well the whalebone tips 
Where first umbrellas need repair, — 
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Wheu Cuba's WL'fds have quite forgot 
The power of suction to resist, 

Antl elaret-bottk'S liarbor not 

Sueb tlioii)le3 as wotild hold your fist, — 

'When publishera no longer st^al, 

Antl pay for what they stole before, ■— 

When the first locomotive's wheel 

Rolls through the Iloosac Tunnel 's bore; ■ 

Till then let Gumming blaze away. 
And Miller's saints blow np the globe; 

But when you sec that blessed day, 
T/iCii order joiir ascension robe I 



ALBCM VERSES ■ 

When Evo luid led her lonl away, H 
And Cain hiul killed hia brother. 

Tile stars and flowers, the poet8 say, 
Agreed with one another 

To cheat the cunning tempter's art, 

And teach the race its ilutj*, 
By kecjiing on its wicked lieart 

Their eyes of light and beauty, 

A million slee]tlcss hds, tlicy say, 

Will lie at lea,st a warning; 
And sii till- fliiwers would watch by day, 

The stars irom eve to morning. 
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On liill and prairie, field and lawn. 

Their dewy eyes upturning, 
The flowers still watch from reddening dawn 

Till western skies are burning. 

Alas! each hour of daylight tells 

A tale of shame so crushing. 
That some turn white as sea-bleached shells. 

And some are always blushing. 

But when the patient stars look down 

On all their light discovers. 
The traitor's smile, the murderer's frown. 

The Ups of lying lovers. 

They try to shut their saddening eyes. 

And in the vain endeavor 
We see them twinkling in the skies, 

And so they wink forever. 
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Brave singer of the coming time. 

Sweet minstrel of the joyous present, 
Crowned with the noblest wreath of rhyme. 

The holly-leaf of Ayrshire's peasant, 
Good by I Good by! — Our hearts and handa^ 

Our lips in honest Saxon phrases. 
Cry, God be with him, till he stands 

His feet among the English daisies I 
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'Tis here we part ; — for other eyes 

The busy dufk, the fluttering streaaiCT,,] 
The dripping ai'ins that plunge and rise, 

The wa^Tjs in foam, the ship in tremor* j 
ThB kerchiefs waving from the pier, 

The cloudy pillar gliding o'er him, 
The deep hlue desert, lone and diear, 

With heave i above and home before hini^ 

IIiH honiL'! — the Western giant smiles. 

And twirls the spotty globe to find it}* 
This little speck the British Isles? 

'T is but a freehlc, — never mind it! 
He laughs, and all hi.s prairies roll, 

Eiu'h gurfiiiug cataract roars and chupkles. 
And i-iilgcs strotchcd fi-oni pole to pole 

Heave till they emek their iron knuckles I 

But Memory blushes at the sneer, 

AiiA 1 lonor turns with fi-own dcBant, 
And Fifcdom, leaning on her spear, 

Laughs louder than Ihe laughing giant; 
"An iidet is a world." she said, 

"When glory with its dust has blended^ 
And Britnin koi'ps hei- noble dead 

Till earth and seas and skies am rended I " 

ik'neatli each swinging forest-bough 
8onic arm as st()ut in death rejKises, — 

From wave-washed foot to heaven-kissed brow 
iler valor's life-bluud iiuis iu roses; 
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Nay, let our brothers of the Wejtt 

Write smiling in their florid pages, 
One half her soil has walked the rest 

In poets, heroes, martyrs, sages I 

Hugged in the clinging billow's clasp. 

From sea-weed fringe to mountain heather. 
The British oak with rooted grasp 

Her slender handful holds together; — 
With cliffs of white and bowers of green. 

And Ocean narrowing to caress her. 
And hills and threaded streams between, — 

Our little mother isle, God bless her I 

In earth's broad temple where we stand. 

Fanned by the eastern gales that brought us. 
We hold the missal in our hand. 

Bright with the lines our Mother taught us. 
Where'er its blazoned page betrays 

The glistening links of gilded fetters. 
Behold, the half -turned leaf displays 

Her rubric stained in crimson letters I 

Enough! To speed a parting friend 

'T is vain alike to speak and listen ; ^- 
Yet stay, — these feeble accents blend 

With rays of light from eyes that glisten* 
Good byl once more, — and kindly tell 

In words of peace the young world's story, — 
And say, besides, we love too well 

Our mothers' soil, our fathers' glory 1 
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THE LAST BLOSSOM 

Though young no more, we still would drej 
Of beauty's dear deluding wiles; 

The leagues of life to graybeards seem 
Shorter than boyhood's lingering miles, 

Who Iniows a woman's wild caprice? 

It played with Goethe's silvered hair. 
And many a Holy Father's "niece" 

Has softly smoothed the papal chair. 

When sixty bids us sigh in vain 
To melt the heart of sweet sixteen, 

We think upon those ladies twain 

A\ ho loved so well the tough old Dean. 

We see the Patriarch's wintry face, 
The maid of Eg}']3t's dusky glow, 

And dreaui that Youth and Age embrace. 
As April violets fill with snow. 

Tranced In lier lord's Ohnnpian smilo 
Ills 1< )t 11 s-lo villi;' ]\Iemi)liian lies, — - 

Tile iiHiskv (lauuhter of llie Nile, 
^i\ ilh })laitt;(l hair and abnoiid eyes. 



^Nliuhr Wi' ])ut share oiu* wild earess 
i'^rr iite's aiituniiial blossoms fall, 

Ami llarth's l>ro\Mi, elin^Ini;- li]>s impress 
Ihe k»ii'' coKl ki>.> tliat v»aits us all I 
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My bosom heaves, remembering yet 

The morning of that blissful day, 
When Eose, the flower of spring, I met, 

And gave my raptured soul away. 

Hung from her eyes of purest blue, 

A lasso, with its leaping chain. 
Light as a loop of larkspurs, flew 

O'er sense and spirit, heart and brain. 

Thou com'st to cheer my waning age. 

Sweet vision, waited for so long I 
Dove that would seek the poet's cage 

Lured by the magic breath of song I 

She blushes! Ah, reluctant maid. 

Love's drapeau rouge the truth has told I 

O'er girlhood's yielding barricade 

Floats the great Leveller's crimson fold I 

Come to my arms! — love heeds not years; 

No frost the bud of passion knows. 
Hal what is this my frenzy hears? 

A voice behind me uttered, — Eose I 

Sweet was her smile, — but not for me; 

Alas I when woman looks too kind. 
Just turn your foolish head and see, — 
Some youth is walking close behind! 



[ POEMS FROM THE AUTOCRAT 



CONTENTMENT 

" Man wants but little here below " 

Little I ask; my wants are few; 

I only wish a hut of stone, 
(A very plain brown stone will do,) 

That I may call my own ; — 
And close at hand is such a one, 
In yonder street that fronts the sun. 

Plain food is quite enough for me; 

Tliree courses are as good as ten; — 
If Nature can subsist on three, 

Thank Heaven for three. Amen ! 
I always thought cold victual nice ; — 
My choice woidd be vanilla-ice. 

I care not much for gold or land; — 
Give me a mortgage here and there, — 

Sonic good bank-stock, some note of hand. 
Or trilling railroad share, — 

1 only ask that Fortune send 

A little more than I shall spend. 

J [onors are silly toys, I know, 
.\ii«i titles arc but ciii}>ty names; 

i would, !>( /-/((f/fs^ be Plciiijx), — ■ 
Jjiit only near St. James; 

I 'ill very sure 1 sliould not caro 

T<^ iill our (.iubernator's chair. 
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Jewels are baubles; 't is a sin 

To care for such unfruitful things; — 

One good-sized diamond in a pin, — 
Some, not so large^ in rings, — 

A ruby, and a pearl, or so. 

Will do for me; — I laugb at show. 

My dame shoidd dress in cheap attire; 

(Gbod, heavy silks are never dear;)— 
I own perhaps I might desire 

Some shawls of true Cashmere, — 
Some marrowy crapes of China silk. 
Like wrinkled skins on scalded milk. 

I would not have the horse I drive 
So fast that folks must stop and stare; 

An easy gait — two, forty-five — 
Suits me; I do not care; — 

Perhaps, for just a single spurt. 

Some seconds less would do no hurt. 

Of pictures, I shoidd like to own 

Titians and Raphaels three or four, — 

I love so much their style and tone. 
One Turner, and no more, 

(A landscape, — foreground golden dirt, — 

The sunshine painted with a squirt.) 

Of books but few, — some fifty score 
For daily use, and bound for wear; 

The rest upon an upper floor; — 
Some little luxury there 
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Of red morocco's gilded gleam 
And velliun rich as country cream 

Busts, cameos, gems, — such things as these, 
Which others often show for j^ride, 

/ value for their power to please, 
And selfish churls deride ; — 

One Stradivarius, I confess, 

Two Meerschaums, I would fain possess. 

Wealth's wasteful tricks I will not learn. 
Nor ape the glittering upstart fool; — 

Shall not carved tables sen'e my turn, 
But all must be of buhl? 

Give grasping pomp its double share, — 

I ask but one recumbent chair. 

Thus humble let me live and die, 
Nor long for Midas' golden touch; 

If Heaven more generous gifts deny, 
I shall not miss them miich^ — 

Too grateful for the blessing lent 

Of simple tastes and mind content! 



^ESTIVATION 

AN rNPLRLISHKr) TOKM, \\\ MY LATK LATIN TUTOR 

i\ caiideiit ire tlie solar splendor flames; 
riif f«)lr<. lanu'Tif^crnt, yvwA from arid rames; 
di- liinnld front tli'' (-Ivc, aiilu'liim", wipes, 
\iid dreaiii> of Li'riii^' on xrnliterous ripes. 
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How dulce to vive occult to mortal eyes, 
Dorm on the herb with none to supervise, 
Carp the suave berries from the crescent vine, 
And bibe the flow from longicaudate kinel 

To me, alas I no verdurous visions come. 
Save yon exiguous pool's conferva-scum, — 
No concave vast repeats the tender hue 
That laves my milk- jug with celestial blue I 

Me wretched I Let me curr to quercine shades I 
Efifund your albid hausts, lactiferous maids! 
Oh, might I vole to some umbrageous clump, — 
Depart, — be off, — excede, — evade, — erump I 



THE DEACON'S MASTERPIECE 

OR, THE WONDERFUL " 0NE-H08S SHAY ** 
A LOGICAL 8TOBT 

Have you heard of the wonderful one-hoss shay. 

That was built in such a logical way 

It ran a hundred years to a day. 

And then, of a sudden, it — ah, but stay, 

I '11 tell you what happened without delay, 

Scaring the parson into fits, 

Frightening people out of their wits, — 

Have you ever heard of that, I say? 

Seventeen hundred and fifty-five. 
Georgius Secundus was then alive, — 
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Smiffy olil clrone from the Gorman hive. 

Tli;it was the year when Lishoii-town 

Saw the earth open and giJp her down, 

An,l Bradihwk's army was done so brown, 

Lfft «-ithoiit a scalp to its crown, I 

It was on the ten-ible Earthquake-day 

Tktt the Deacon finished the one-hoss shay. 

Xow in building of chaises. I tell you what, 

Tlurt* is always .inmnrlere a weakest spot, — 

In hub, tire, felloe, in spring or thill, 

111 panel, or crossbar, or floor, or sill, 

III sirew, bolt, tlioroughbrace. — lurking still, 

Find it soniewiiere yon must and will, — 

Abuvc OP below, or within or without, — 

And that 's the reason, beyond a doubt, 

Tli:U a chaise hnafis ilotcrt. but doesn't tcear out. 

But the Deacon swore fas Deacons do. 
M'itli an "I dew \-uin," or an "I tell yeou'^ 

Tie «nuld build ime :^hay to beat the taown 
'■a' ;lie keounty "u" all the kentry raoun": 
It .--hniJd be so built th:it it couhln break daoim: 
■■Fur." said the Deacon. " 't 's mighty plain 
Thnt the weaken' jilaee nms" stan' the strain; 
ii' tlie way t' fix it, uz 1 maintain, 

I^ only jest 
I" Illlike that place iiz strnu- iiz the rest." 

>■' ill- Deacon iiii|uiicd \A the village folk 

\\"l,,.,' ill.- eu.ild liii.l the stn.n-e>t o.lk, 

Tiui .-lulil u't be .i-llt nor beiil noi- broke, — 
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That was for spokes and floor and sills; 

lie sent for lancewood to make the thills; 

The crossbars were ash, from the straightest trees. 

The panels of white-wood, that cuts like cheese, 

But lasts like iron for things like these; 

The hubs of logs from the "Settler's ellum," — 

Last of its timber, — they could n't sell 'em, 

Never an axe had seen their chips, 

And the wedges flew from between their lip0» 

Their blunt ends frizzled like celery-tips; 

Step and prop-iron, bolt and screw, 

Spring, tire, axle, and linchpin too. 

Steel of the finest, bright and blue; 

Thoroughbrace bison-skin, thick and wide; 

Boot, top, dasher, from tough old hide 

Foimd in the pit when the tanner died. 

That was the way he "put her through." 

"There 1 " said the Deacon, "naow she '11 dew I ** 

Do I I tell you, I rather guess 
She was a wonder, and nothing less ! 
Colts grew horses, beards turned gray. 
Deacon and deaconess dropped away. 
Children and grandchildren — where were they? 
But there stood the stout old one-hoss shay 
As fresh as on Lisbon-earthquake-day I 

Eighteen hundred ; — it came and found 
The Deacon's masterpiece strong and sound. 
Eighteen himdred increased by ten ; — 
"Hahnsum kerridge " they called it then. 
Eighteen hundred and twenty came; — 
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Kiiniiiiig its usual; miifli the sanie. 

Tliirty and forty at l.x-it airive, 

And then come fifty, and FirrY-FiVE. 



1 



Little of all we v.Jno here 

AViikes on the morn of its hundredth year 

"Widiont l>ntli feelinp and looking queer. 

Ill fai't, tlu-re 's notluDfj thiit keeps its youth, 

S() far as I laimv, but a tree and trutli. 

(This ifl It mnral that nuis at larj^ ; 

Take it. — You 're welcome. — No extra t-harge.) 

First of XovF-MnKU. — the Earthquako-day, — 

There are tiaceH of at;e iu the one-hoss shay, 

A geutTiil flavor ..f mild <U-eay, 

Hut iinthint; lociil, .■!!• nni- may say. 

Tliere ciinl.l n't !..■. — for Ihe Doaeon's art 

Had made it so like in every- jtart 

Tliat tliere was n't a elianee for one to start. 

For the witeela were just as Ktron}» as the thills, 

j\tii! The floor wiis jiist iis sfrong as the silln, 

jVud llie panels jnst as stivuig as the floor, 

And 1 lie wlii|i]ile-tree neither less nor more, 

And the baek-erosalwr as strong as the fore, 

.\!id ~\'i-'mg .Tud axh .-ind huh e/irore. 

And vi't. '!.■< '! irlnjr. it is jiast a doubt 

III :iii.nlier hour !t wiU be irom out! 

Kl.-i ,,i X,>veml.ri>, "Fiftv-five: 

Tlii- rniu- the |.ai-soii'takes a drive. 

\...*. -ni:dl Ihivs. -,■( ont ..flh.' wav! 
l!,i,. votn.- l\i' wnnd.'tlid i.nediossshav. 




The One-Hoss Shay 
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Drawn by a rat-tailed, ewe-necked bay. 

"Huddupl " said the parson. — Off went they. 

The parson was working his Sunday's text, — 

Had got to fifthly^ and stopped perplexed 

At what the — Moses — was coming next. 

All at once the horse stood still. 

Close by the meet'n'-house on the hill. 

First a shiver, and then a thrill. 

Then something decidedly like a spill,— 

And the parson was sitting upon a rock. 

At half past nine by the meet'n'-house clook,-^ 

Just the hour of the Earthquake shock I 

What do you think the parson found. 

When he got up and stared around? 

The poor old chaise in a heap or mound. 

As if it had been to the mill and groundl 

You see, of course, if you 're not a dunoe. 

How it went to pieces all at once, — 

All at once, and nothing first, — 

Just as bubbles do when they burst. 

End of the wonderful one-hoss shay. 
Logic is logic. That 's all I say. 

PARSON TURELL'S LEGACY 

OR, THE PRBSmEirr'S OLD ARM-CHAIB 
A MATHEMATICAIi BTOBT 

Facts respecting an old arm-chair. 

At Cambridge. Is kept in the College there. 

Seems but little the worse for wear. 

That 's remarkable when I say 



:i 
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It was old 111 President Holyoke's day. 
(One of his boys, perhaps you know, 
Died, at one hundred^ years ago.) 
IL' took lodijin^^s for rain or shine 
Under green bed-elothes in '69. 

Know old Cambridge ? Hope you do. — 
Born there? Don't say sol I was, too. 
(Born in a house with a giimbrel-roof, — 
Standing still, if you must have proof. — 
"* Gambrel ? — Gambrel ? " — Let me beg 
You 'II look at a liorse's liinder leg, — 
First jrreat anule al>ove the hoof, — 
That 's tlie irambrel: hence iramlnvl-roof.) 
Xieest plaee that ever was seen, — 
Collt'gt's red anil Common green, 
Sidt'walks brownish with trees between. 
Sweetest spot beneath the skies 
When the eankcr-worms don't rise, — 
AVlien the dust, that sometimes Hies 
Into voiir mouth antl ears and eves. 
In a (|uiet >!ninbt,'r lie^. 
X"f in the >]i:i|>e of unbaked ]nes 
Sul-1i as barrtoot i-hil(h\'n prize. 

A ];ind of ]i:nbor it strms t«^ be. 
FariiiLi- tilt' tlow of a l">uu,llt'<^ sea. 
li'iv. - <'f ■ji';i\' < '1 1 Fut'ti's <tand 
K;i!ij' (1 likt' lo, k-. :i]'M\.' tlio >an(l: 
li^'iiinu !>' !!• .itii ili-in. -ott and ^"ri'en, 
Hr.al;^ ill'- iM-' iif I'li^lit "-ixtrcii, — 
()'!•• N\;iv.'. WW) \\;i\-.-. tliivt' \\avi'>, foiir, — 
>lMi:u 'ip lii'' -^I'-ii Idiii^ tl<t<_»i-: 
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Then it ebbs to flow no more, 

Wandering off from shore to shore 

"With its freight of golden orel 

Pleasant place for boys to play ; — 

Better keep your girls away; 

Hearts get rolled as pebbles do 

Which countless fingering waves pursue. 

And every classic beach is strown 

With heart-shaped pebbles of blood-red stone. 

But this is neither here nor there; 

I 'm talking about an old arm-chair. 

You 've heard, no doubt, of Parson TurelIj ? 

Over at Medford he used to dwell; 

Married one of the Mathers' folk; 

Got with his wife a chair of oak, — 

Funny old chair with seat like wedge. 

Sharp behind and broad front edge, — 

One of the oddest of hiunan things, 

Turned all over with knobs and rings, — 

But heavy, and wide, and deep, and grand,— 

Fit for the worthies of the land, — 

Chief Justice Sewall a cause to try in. 

Or Cotton Mather to sit — and He — in. 

Parson Turell bequeathed the same 

To a certain student, — Smith by name; 

These were the terms, as we are told : 

^^Saide Smith saide Chaire to have and holde; 

When he doth graduate, then to passe 

To ye oldest Youth in ye Senior Classe. 

On payment of " — (naming a certain sum) — 

**By him to whom y® Chaire shall come; 
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lie to ye uliLst Senior next. 
And sol' fonever," — ttliiis rims the text.) — 
" But nue Crown lease tlieu lie gave to claime* 
That being his Debt*! for use of same." 



ms. 



Smith transfen-eil it to one of the Browss, 
And took his money, — five silver crowns, 
limicii delivered it up to MooRE, 
\\'ho paid, it is jJain, not five, hut four. 
Jhon tiinde over the chair t<t Lee, 
AN'lio gave him crowns of silver three, 
i'c eonvtyt'd it iiiito Dkew, 
j\ni\ now the jmyment, of course, was t" 
/>/■(■(!> giLve ujt tlie t'lieir to Dunn, — 
All he pot, as you see, wju one. 
iJinm released tlie ehjiir to Hall, 
And got by the burguin iiii I'rown at all. 
And now it pasM-d to a seeond BiiOWN, 
A\'ho took it .and likewise rlnuui-d a crown. 
A\'lien Brtivit conveyed it unto Wars, 
I Living had one crown, to make it fair, 
]K' paid him two eroiviis tj) take the I'hairs 
.\iid II'/Jv, being hom'st, (as jill Wai-ea be,) 
1 !.■ jiaid one Pottkr, who took it, tliree. 
F-iiir p>t Rum.vso.v ; five got Dix; 
.luiiSsON primiiK demanded six; 
.\tiil so the sum kept gathering still 
'liU Lifter the battle of lJunker"s Hill. 

\\'lien piiper money beeame so eheap, 

i'.ilUs woiilil o't I'oiint it, hut said "a heap," 
-\ i'rrt:iiu HicMAitns, — the iMKiks deelare, — 
( \. M. iii -HO' I -v,. look.'d with care 
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Through the Triennial, — name not there f)^' 
This person, Richards, was offered then 
Eightscore pounds, but would have ten; 
Nine, I think, was the sum he took, — 
Not quite certain, — but see the book. 
By and by the wars were still. 
But nothing had altered the Parson's wilL 
The old arm-chair was solid yet. 
But saddled with such a monstrous debt I 
Things grew quite too bad to bear. 
Paying such sums to get rid of the chair I 
But dead men's fingers hold awfid tight. 
And there was the will in black and white. 
Plain enough for a child to spell. 
What should be done no man coidd tell. 
For the chair was a kind of nightmare curse, 
And every season but made it worse. 

As a last resort, to clear the doubt. 

They got old Goveknor Hancock out. 

The Governor came with his Lighthorse Troop 

And his mounted truckmen, all cock-a-hoop; 

Halberds glittered and colors flew, 

French horns whinnied and trumpets blew. 

The yellow fifes whistled between their teeth. 

And the bumble-bee bass-drums boomed beneath; 

So he rode with all his band, 

Till the President met him, cap in hand. 

The Governor "hefted" the crowns, and said, -^ 

"A will is a vrill, and the Parson 's dead." 

The Governor hefted the crowns. Said he, — 

"There is your p'int. And here 's my fee. 
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These are the terms you must fulfil, — 

On such conditions I break the will ! " 

The Governor mentioned what these should be. 

(Just wait a minute and then you '11 see.) 

The President prayed. Then all was still, 

And the Governor rose and broke the will ! 

""* About those conditions?" Well, now you go 

And do as I tell you, and then you '11 know. 

Once a year, on Conmiencement day. 

If you '11 only take the pains to stay, 

You '11 see the President in the Chair, 

Likewise the Governor sittin<^ there. 

The President rises; both old and vouii": 

]May hear his s])eech in a foreign tongue, 

Tlie meaning: wliereof, as lawyers swear. 

Is this: Can I keep this old arm-chair? 

And then his Ext-ellencv bows. 

As nnich as to sav that lie allows. 

Tlie Vice-Gul). next is called by name; 

He bows like t' other, which means the same. 

-\n(l all the officers round 'em bow, 

As niueli us to sav that ///ry allow. 

And a lot of parelnnents about the chair 

Are handed to witnesses thni and there. 

And tlicu the lawyers liold it clear 

That the c-hair is safe for another year. 

(i(»(l ]>le^s voii. ( leiitlcineii ! Learn to give 
M(tlh'\' to collc'i-s wllile \oU ll\('. 

Pon't l>e >Illy aiKJ tlilnk you *11 try 
'1 o bother the colle'^'es, when NOll die. 
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With codicil tliis, and codicil that, 
That Knowledge may starve while Law grows fat; 
For there never was pitcher that would n't spill, 
And there 's always a flaw in a donkey's will I 



ODE FOR A SOCIAL MEETING 

WITH 8UGHT ALTERATIONS BY A TEETOTALER 

Come! fill a fresh bumper, for why should we go 

logwood 

While the nootar still reddens our cups as they flow ? 

deoootion 

Pour out the fioh juiooo still bright with the sun, 

dye-stuff 

Till o*er the brimmed crystal the Fubioo shall run. 

half-ripened apples 

The purple globed oluotoro their life-dews have bled ; 

taate eogar of lead 

How sweet is the bfoath of the f pogranoo they ohod ! ■ 

rank polaona wines III 

For summer's toot Voooo lie hid in the winoo 

ttable-boys smokin; 

That were garnered by maidono who laughed 

lonf^nines 

♦hro' the vinoo i 



•cowl howl aooff 

Then a omiloy and a glasBf and a ^eaelv and a ohoof f 

■trychnine and whiakqr, and ratakMoie and beer! 

For all the good wino^ and wo *vo oomo of it horot 
In cellar, in pantry, in attic, in hall, 

Down, down with the tyrant that maaters na all I 

Long livQ tbo goy oopvttDt that laugho for uo oil I 



OEMS FROM THE PROFESSOR AT 
THE BREAKFAST-TABLE 

1858-1859 



UNDER THE VIOLETS 

Her hands are cold; her face is white; 
No more her pulses come and go ; 

I ler eyes are shut to life and light ; — 
Fold the white vesture, snow on snow. 
And lay her where the violets blow. 

But not beneath a graven stone, 
To plead for tears with alien eyes; 

A slender cross of wood alone 

Sliall sav, that here a maiden lies 
In peace beneath the peaceful skies. 

And gray old trees of hugest limb 

Shall wheel their circling shadows round 

To make the scoiching sunlight dim 

That drinks tlie greenness from the ground. 
And dro]) their dead leaves on her mound. 

A\ lien o'er their boughs the Sfpiirrels nm. 
And throiiiili tlieir leaves the robins call. 
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And, ripening in the autiunn sun, 
The acorns and the chestnuts fall, 
Doubt not that she will heed them all. 

For her the morning choir shall sing 
Its matins from the branches high. 

And every minstrel-voice of Spring, 
That trills beneath the April shy, 
Shall greet her with its earliest ciy. 

When, turning round their dial-track, 
Eastward the lengthening shadows pass, 

Her little mourners, clad in black. 

The crickets, sliding through the grass, 
Shall pipe for her an evening mass. 

At last the rootlets of the trees 

Shall find the prison where she lies. 

And bear the buried dust they seize 
In leaves and blossoms to the skies. 
So may the soid that warmed it rise I 

If any, bom of kindlier blood. 

Should ask. What maiden lies below? 

Say only this : A tender bud. 

That tried to blossom in the snow. 
Lies withered where the violets blow« 
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HYMN OF TRUST 

O Love Divine, that stooped to share 
Our sharpest pang, our bitterest tear, 

On Thee we cast each earth-born care, 
We smile at pain while Thou art near ! 

Though long the weary way we tread. 
And sorrow crown each lingering year, 

No path we shun, no darkness dread, 

Our hearts still whispering, Thou art nea 

\^^lcn drooi)ing ])leasure turns to grief, 
And trembling faith is changed to fear, 

The nuirnnuing wind, the cpiivering leaf, 
Shall softly tell us, Thou art near! 

On Thee we fling our burdening woe, 

O Love Divine, forever dear, 
Contcnit to suffer while we know, 

Living and dvinir, Tliou art near! 

A SUN-DAY HYMN 

LOKD of all beliii;! llu'oned afar, 
Tliv i:l()r\' il;ini«'s from sun and star: 

( \-nt iH' imd soul ot cNrry sphere, 
Yi't to racli loviiii; lirart liow near! 

Sun (;f (»ur lifr, tliy (juii'lvcr.inc:; ray 
Sli.'ds uii our jtalli the i;lo\v of day; 
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Star of our hope, thy softened light 
Cheers the long watches of the night. 

Our midnight 18 thy smile withdrawn. 
Our noontide is thy gracious dawn; 
Our rainbow arch thy mercy's sign ; 
All, save the clouds of sin, are thine I 

Lord of all life, below, above, 

Whose light is truth, whose warmth is love, 

Before thy ever-blazing throne 

We ask no lustre of our own. 

Grant us thy truth to make us free. 
And kindling hearts that bum for thee, 
Till all thy living altars claim 
One holy light, one heavenly flame I 



THE CROOKED FOOTPATH 

An, here it is ! the sliding rail 

That marks the old remembered spot, - 
The gap that struck our school-boy trail, 

The crooked path across the lot. 

It left the road by school and church, 
A pencilled shadow, nothing more, 

That parted from the silver-bi;«h 
And ended at the farm-house door. 

No line or compass traced its plan; 
With frequent bends to left or right, 
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In aimless, wapvard curves it ran. 
But always kej^t the door in sight. 

The gabled porch, with woodbine green, — 
Tlie broken millstone at the sill, — 

Though many a rood might stretch between. 
The truant child could see them still. 

No rocks across the pathway lie, — 
No fallen trmik is o'er it thrown, — 

And yet it winds, we know not why. 
And turns as if for tree or stone. 

Perhaps some lover trod the way 

With shaking knees and leaping heart, — 
And so it often runs astray 

With sinuous sweep or sudden start. 

Or one, i)erchance, with clouded brain 
From some miholy banquet reeled, — 

And sinc(% our devious st(^ps maintain 
His track across the trodden field. 

Xav, deem not thus, — no earthborn will 
Could ever trace a faultless line; 

Our truest steps are lunnan still, — 
To w;dk luiswcrviiig were divine! 

Truants fi'oni love, wc dream of ^\Tath; — 
Oil, ratlu'i' let us ti'ust tlie more! 

Tliroui^li all the \vauderIuL;s of tlui path, 
^\ e still eau see our leather's door! 
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IRIS, HER BOOK 

I PRAT thee by the soul of her that bore thee, 
By thine own sister's spirit I implore thee, 
Deal gently with the leaves that lie before thee) 

For Iris had no mother to infold her, 
Nor ever leaned upon a sister's shoulder. 
Telling the twilight thoughts that Nature told her. 

She had not learned the mystery of awaking 
Those chorded keys that soothe a sorrow's aching, 
Giving the dumb heart voice, that else were break- 
ing. 

Yet lived, wrought, suffered. Lo, the pictured 

token! 
Why should her fleeting day-dreams fade unspoken. 
Like daffodils that die with sheaths unbroken? 

She knew not love, yet lived in maiden fancies, — 
Walked simply clad, a queen of high romances, 
And talked strange tongues with angels in her 
trances. 

Twin-souled she seemed, a twofold nature wearing: 

Sometimes a flashing falcon in her daring, 

Then a poor mateless dove that droops despairing. 

Questioning all things: Why her Lord had sent 
her? 
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"Wliat were tliese torturing gifts, and whercfopo 

lent lier ? 
Scornful as spirit fiilk-ii, its own tnrinL'nfcor. 

And then all tt'ars and aDKuish : Qnocn of Heaven, 
Sweet Saints, iind Thou by moi-tal sori-ows riven. 
Save me ! Oli, save mi- ! Shall I die forgiven? 

And then — Ah, God! But nay, it little mat- 
ters: 
Imok at tlio wasted seeds that autumn scattt'i'3. 
The myriad genua that Nature shapea and shat- 
ters I 

If she had — Well! She longed, and knew not 

vflierefove. 
Had the worhl notliing she might live to care for? 
Ko second self to say her evening prayer for? 

She knew the mai'hli; Bliapes that set men dream* I 

ing, 
Yet Mith her slimilders Lure and tresses stream- 

ing 
.ShiUM'd not luiluvely to htr aiinjde seeming. 

V:iiu? Let it be so! Natui-e was her teacher. 

AN'Imt if a lonely and unsisU'red i-rcatiire 

LiiM-d her own harmless gift of pleasing feature, 

S:niii_', nnwiddened, — This shall soon be faded, 

Aii'l iliiulile-hiicd file sliiuiiig tresses braided, 
Aii.l :,11 tlie MLi.]i"ht of the morning shaded? 



) 
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This Iier poor book is full of saddest follies, 
Of tearful smiles and laughing melancholies, 
With summer roses twined and wintry hollies* 

In the stTMige crossing of uncertain chances, 
Somewhere, beneath some maiden's tear-dimmed 

glances 
May fall her little book of dreams and fancies. 

Sweet sister I Iris, who shall never name thee, 
Trembling for fear her open heart may shame thee. 
Speaks from this vision-haunted page to claim thee. 

Spare her, I pray thee I If the maid is sleeping. 
Peace with her! she has had her hour of weeping. 
No more I She leaves her memory in thy keeping. 

ROBINSON OF LEYDEN 

He sleeps not here; in hope and prayer 
His wandering flock had gone before, 

But he, the shepherd, might not share 
Their sorrows on the wintry shore. 

Before the Speedwell's anchor swung. 
Ere yet the Mayflower's sail was spread. 

While round his feet the Pilgrims clung. 
The pastor spake, and thus he said: -^ 

^Men, brethren, sisters, children dear I 
God calls you hence from over sea; 
Ye may not build by Haerlem Meer, 
Nor yet along the Zuyder-Zee. 
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"Ye go to bear the saving word 

To tribes unnamed and shores untrod; 
Heed well the lessons ye have heard 
From those old teachers taught of God. 

"Yet think not imto them was lent 
All light for all the coming days, 
And Heaven's eternal wisdom spent 
In making straight the ancient ways; 

*'The living fountain oveiflows 

For every flock, for every lamb, 
Nor heeds, though angry creeds oppose 
With Luther's dike or Calvin's dam." 

He spake ; with lingering, long embrace, 
With tears of love and partings fond, 

They floated down the creeping Maas, 
Along the isle of Yssehnond. 

Tlicy ])assod the frowning towers of Briel, 
Tlic '4I()uk of llollamrs" slielf of sand, 

And grated soon with lifting keel 
Tlie sullen shores of Fatherland. 

Ko home for those ! — too well they laiew 
Till' mitred kliiii' Ix'liliul tlie throne; — 

The sails were set, tlie ]H^nnons flew, 

And westward ho! for worlds unknown. 

And these were they who gave us birth, 
The PilL-iiins (.)F the siuiset wave, 
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Who won for us this virgin earth. 
And freedom with the soil they gave. 

The pastor slumbers by the Rhine, — 

In alien earth the exiles lie, — 
Their nameless graves our holiest shrine, 

His words our noblest battle^ciy! 

Still cry them, and the world shall hear. 
Ye dwellers by the storm-swept seal 

Ye have not built by Haerlem Meer, 
Nor on the land-locked Zuyder-2^1 



ST. ANTHONY THE REFORMER 

HIS TEMPTATION 

No fear lest praise should make us proud I 
We know how cheaply that is won; 

The idle homage of the crowd 
Is proof of tasks as idly done. 

A surface-smile may pay the toil 

That follows still the conquering Right, 

With soft, white hands to dress the spoil 
That sim-browned valor clutched in fight. 

Sing the sweet song of other days. 

Serenely placid, safely true. 
And o'er the present's parching ways 

The verse distils like evening dew. 
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But speak in woixls ot living power, — 
They fall like <lro])s of sL-;iltliug rain 

That plashed before the buriiiug shower 
Swept o'er the cities of the phiiul 

Then scowling Hate turns deadly pale, — 
llien Passion's half -coiled adders spring. 

And, smitten thi-oiigh their leprous mail, 
Strike right and left in hope to sting. 

If thou, unmoved by jwiBoning wrath, 
Thy feet on oartli, thy heart above. 

Canst walk in peace thy kingly path. 

Unchanged in trost, imchilled in love, — 

Too kind for bitter words to gi-ieve, 

Too firm for clamor to dismay, 
^Vhc■u Faith forbids thee to believe, 

Aud ilci'kucss calls to disobey, — 

Ah, then beware of moi-tal pride ! 

The smiling jirJde that caliidy scorns 
TIiosc foolish fingers, crimson dyed 

In laboring on thy erown of thorns! 

THE OPENING OF THE PIANO 

In thi' little southern j>arlor of tlic house you may 

have .seen 
\\ kli the ganibivl-roof, and the gable looking 

westward to the gieeu, 
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At the side toward the sunset, with the window on 

its right, 
Stood the London-made piano I am dreaming of 

to-night I 

Ah me! how I remember the evening when it 

came! 
What a cry of eager voices, what a group of cheeks 

in flame, 
When the wondrous box was opened that had come 

from over seas, 
With its smell of mastic-varnish and its flash of 

ivory keys I 

Then the children all grew fretful in the restless- 
ness of joy. 

For the boy would push his sister, and the sister 
crowd the boy, 

Till the father asked for quiet in his grave paternal 
way, 

But the mother hushed the tumult with the words, 
"Now, Maiy, play." 

For the dear soul knew that music was a verv 

f sovereign balm; 
She had sprinkled it over Sorrow and seen its brow 

grow calm. 
In the days of slender harpsichords with tapping 

tinkling quills. 
Or carolling to her spinet with its thin metallic 

thrills. 
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So Mary, the honselioltl miusti'f.'l, who always 

lovtMl til pL'ase, 
Sat down to the now "Clementi," and sti-uck tlifli 

Klittering ht-j-H. 
Hushed were the fliildren'a voices, and every eye' 

grew dim, 
As, fluiitiug fi-om lip and fiuger, arose the "Ves- 

pei- llymu." 

Catliai-iiie, child of a neighbor, cuily and losy-wd, 
OVetUled sinoL', and a widow, — sonmthiug like ten 

yeaj'Si dead.) 
ileaiiiig a, gush of music such as none before. 
Steals frciiii hei' mother's uharabcr and pee|w at the 

Just as the ".Iiiliilato " in threa<led whisper die», 
"0|R'n iti ojii?n it, lady! " the little maiden cries, 
(For she thought 't was a singing creatm-e eaged in' 

a box she heard,) 
'■0|iuii it! ojK'U it, ludyl and let me see the 

bird/" 

MIDSUMMER 

Here! sweep these foolish leaves away, 
I will not crush my brains to-day! 
Look! arc the southern eurtains drawn? 
Fetch me a fan, and so begone I 

Kot that. — the palm-tree's rustling leaf 

Broiiglit from a parehiug coi'al-ieef ! 
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Its breath is heated ; — I would swing 
The broad gray plumes, — the eagle's wing. 

I hate these roses' feverish blood! — 
Pluck me a half -blown lily-bud, 
A long-stemmed lily from the lake. 
Cold as a coiling water-snake. 

Rain me sweet odors on the air, 
And wheel me up my Indian chair, 
And spread some book not overwise 
Flat out before my sleepy eyes. 

Who knows it not, — this dead recoil 
Of weary fibres stretched with toil, — 
The pulse that flutters faint and low 
When Simuner's seething breezes blow I 

O Nature ! bare thy loving breast. 
And give thy child one hour of rest, — 
One little hour to lie unseen 
Beneath thy scarf of leafy green 1 

So, curtained by a singing pine, 
Its murmuring voice shall blend with mine. 
Till, lost in dreams, my faltering lay 
In sweeter music dies away. 
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AN ELECTBO-CilE.Mll 

The Erst messages reeeivtd tlimugb tin: Riibmarine catile 
vere sent b; an electrical expert, a uiyHterluuii persoiiuge 
-wLu aigaeil himself Ue SauCy. 



Tell me, O Provincial! speak, Ceruleo-Nasal I 
Lives tliere one De Sauty extant uow aiuotif; you, 
Wliisperiiig Boanerges, son of silent tliimder, 
Holding talk with nationa? 

Is tliiTi- a Til' Saiity ainbiiliint on Tellua, 
Bifid-cleft like moi'tals, doi'mient in iiiglit«ap. 
Having Mglit, smell, hearing, food-reeeiviug fea- 
ture 
Three times daily patent? 

Biviithes there sueh a h.-ing, O Ceruleo- Nasal? 
Or i- he a mytlius, — aui-ient woi-d for "hum- 
bug." — 
Sm-li :[^ Li\-y told nhont the wolf tlmt wet-nursed 
Uoinuhw and Kemus? 

W:\.-^ ill' hoi-n of woman, tins alleged De Sauty? 
( )r ;i living produi't of gnlvanio iu-tion. 
Like llic iicitriis lired hi Crosse's Hint-solution? 
tjlieak, thou Cyano-KlmiaU 
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BLUE-NOSE 

Many things thou askest, jachknife-bearing 
stranger, 

Much - conjecturing mortal, pork - and - treacle- 
waster I 

Pretermit thy whittling, wheel thine ear-flap 
toward me, 
Thou shall hear them answered. 

When the charge galvanic tingled through the 

cable, 
At the polar focus of the wire electric 
Suddenly appeared a white-faced man among us: 
CaUed himself "De Sauty." 

As the small opossum held in pouch maternal 
Grasps the nutrient organ whence the term mam- 

maZta, 
So the unknown stranger held the wire electric, 
Sucking in the current. 

When the current strengthened, bloomed the pale- 
faced stranger, — 

Took no drink nor victual, yet grew fat and 
rosy, — 

And from time to time, in sharp articulation, 
Said, ''All right I De Sauty." 



From the lonely station passed the utterance, 

spreading 
Through the pines and hemlocks to the groves of 

steeples, 
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Till the land was filled with loud reverberations 
Of ''All right! De Sauty." 

When the current slackened, drooped the mystic 

stranger, — 
Faded, faded, faded, as the stream grew weaker, — 
Wasted to a shadow, with a hai-tshorn odor 
Of disintegration. 

Drops of deliquescence glistened on his forehead, 
A\ liitened round his feet the dust of efflorescence. 
Till one Monday morning, when the flow suspended, 
There was no De Sauty. 

Nothing hut a cloud of elements organic, 
C. O. IL N. Ferrum, Chlor. Flu. Sil. Potassa, 
Cule. Sod. Phosph. Mag. Sulphur, Mang. (?) 
Aluniin. (?) Cuprmn, (?) 
Such as man is made of. 

Born of stream galvanic, with it he had perished ! 
Thciv is no De Sauty now there is no current! 
(live us a new eahle, then again we '11 hear him 
Cry, ''Allr'ujht! Dli SaUTY.'^ 




NOTES 

Page 7. There itand the Goblet and the Sun. 

The Goblet and the Sun (Vas-Sol), sculptured on a free- 
stone slab supported by five pillars, are the only designation 
of the family tomb of the Vassalls. 

Page 45. The leaflets gathered at your side. 

See ** The Cambridge Churchyard," on page 5 of this yoU 
nme. 

Page 48. Thus mocked Ae spoilers with his school-hoy scorn. 

See '* Old Ironsides/' on page 1 of this volume. 

Page 51. On other shores^ above their mouldering towns, 

Daniel Webster quoted several of the verses which fol- 
low, in his address at the laying of the comer-stone of the 
addition to the Capitol at Washington, July 4, 1851. 

Page 58. Thou calm^ chaste scholar. 

Charles Chauncy Emerson ; died May 9, 1836. 

Page 58. And thou, dear friend, whom Science still deplores, 

James Jackson, Jr., M. D. ; died March 28, 1834. 

Page 65. The Steamboat. 

Mr. Emerson has quoted some lines from this poem, but 
somewhat disguised as he recalled them. It is never safe to 
quote poetry without referring to the original. 

Page 115. Hark I The sweet bells renew their welcome 
sound. 

The churches referred to in the lines which follow are, — 

1. King's Chapel, the foundation of which was laid by 
Governor Shirley in 1749. 

2. Brattle Street Church, consecrated in 1773. The com- 
pletion of this edifice, the design of which included a spire, 
was prevented by the troubles of the Revolution, and its 
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plain, square towpr prespntcd nothing more attractive than a 
massive simiilicity. lu the front uf tliia tower, till the church 
was demolishe^il in 1ST2, there was to be seeu, half imbedded 
in the brick-work, a faiinou-ball, which waa thrown Eium tbo 
Amcriean for titi cations at Cambridge, <liiring tbe bombard- 
ineut of the city, then occupied by the llritiab troops. 

3. The Old South, first occupied for public worship in 
1730. 

4. Park Street Cburcli, built in 180D, Ihe fall white steeple 
of which is Lhu luost consplcuuns of all the Boston spires. 

5. Christ Church, opened for public worship in 171^3, and 
containing a set of eight bells, long tbe oulj ehiiuD in Boston. 

Page 281. Intersational Ode. 

This ode was sung in niiisou by twelve hundred ehtldren 
of the iiublie kcIiooIs, to thi> air ..f "God save Ihe Queen," 
at the visit of the Priuco of U'alcs to lioston, October 18, 
ISCO. 

Pages 3(tt and [Ml. The Boys. 

The members of tba Harvard College class of 1829 re- 
ferred to iu this poem are; " Doctor,'' Francis Thomas; 
" JudjlL'.'T.. T. Bigi;low, Chief Justice of thi^ Supreme Court 
iif M asn ill' bu setts ; " Speaker," Hon. Francis li. Crowuin- 
shickl, (Speaker of the Massachusetts House of Representa- 
tives ; " Mr. Major," G. W. Iticliai'dson, of Worcester, 
Mass.; "Member of Congress,'' lion. George T. Davis; 
" Reverend," James Freeiimii Clarke j "hoy with tliegniva 
mnlliemntieal look," Benjamin Peiive ; "boy with a tliree- 
llecker bruin," Judge Benjamin R. Curtis, of the Supreme 
Court of the Uuiteil .States ; " nice youngster of eTCelleut 
pith," S. F. Smith, author of "My Country, 'tis of Thee." 

I'ngeSBT. Thai loveli/, bright-eyed boy. 

William Stiir^is. 

Page 36fi. WI,o/are-I the. storm so long. 

Fnwcia B. CrowJiinshield. 

Page 303. Our man g-j'catured friend. 

George T. Davis, 

Page 30ti. T/f dase-eilin^ag ifulramara. 

The " blttor-sivcct ■' of New Kuglaud is tlie CeUatrui 
saiiiih'n\ " boiirrrau di's aihres " of the Cnuadiau French. 



